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TRANSLATOR'S NOTE. 



''Yildanden" iu perhaps the most difficult of all 
Ibsen's prose dramas to translate. Some of the 
speeches of Gina and Belling are indeed quite untrans- 
latable. The difficulty in the case of Gina is in 
respect to her frequent m ^apropisms , which, for the 
most part, turn on the mispronunciation of a word, or 
the use of a word which resembles in sound the one 
she wants. It is obvious that in the transference of 
such blunders of one language to another their exact 
significance can not be caught. Occasionally it has 
been possible, as when she says "divide" for *' divert," 
or calls the pistol "pigstol." But these instances are 
rare, and more frequently Gina's slips could only have 
been indicated by entirely changing her words. As I 
have aimed at making as literal a translation as possi- 
ble I did not feel justified in so departing from the 

originaL ^ 

ELEANOB MABX AVELING. 



PERSONS OF THE PLAY. 



Weble, Merchant^ Factory Owner, Etc, 
Oeeoebs Werle, His Son, 
Old Ekdal. 

Hjalmar Ekdal, The Old Man^s Son, a PhotograpJier. 
GiNA Ekdal, Hjalmar's Wife, 
MSS2M> Their Daughter, Fourteen Years Old. 
Mrs. Sorby, Werle*s Housekeeper, 
Rellino, a Doctor, 
MoLviK, anTex^Tfieological Student. 
Graberg, Book-keeper. 
Pettersen, Servant to Werle. 
. Jensen, Hired Waitei\ 
A Pale and Fat Gentleman. 
A Thin-haired Gentleman. 
A Short-sighted Gentleman. 
Six other Gentlemen, Quests of WerWs, 
Several Hired Waiters. 

The first Act at Mr. Wbrle's. The four other Acts at 
Ekdal, the photographer's. 
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/ \n ACT I 

[Werle'b House, Rictdy and comfortably furnished study. 
Book cases arid upholstered fumilurey a urrUing-table, 
toith papers and ledgers in the center of the stage ; 
lamps alight wUh green shades, so that the room is 
dimly lighted. Open folding-doors, urith the curtain 
drawn at back. Beyond a large elegant room, briUiantly 
lighted unth lamps and branched candlesticks. At the 
right lower entrance of the study a small baize door 
leads to the office. Left lower entrance a fireplace, with 
glowing coals, and beyond this a folding-door leading 
to the dining-room.'] 

[Petebsen, Werle's servant, in livery, and the hired 
vxdter, Jensen, in black, are setting the study in order. 
In the large room two or three other hired waiters are 
moving about-, trimming and lighting several more 
lights. From within the dining-room, is heard a con- 
futed buzz of conversation and laughter ; a knife is 
wrapped against a glass, there is silence, a toast is 
given, cries of '* bravo," and then again the buzz of 
conversation.'] 

Pettebsen {lighting a lamp on the mantel-piece, and 
placing a shade upon it). Just listen, Jensen; there's the 
old chap standing up by the table and proposing to 
Mrs. Sorbj's health in a long speech. 
5 
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Jensen {bring dovm an armrchair). Is there any ti 
in what people say, that there's something betv 
them? 

Pettebsen. Goo dness know s I 

Jensen. For he's been a great rake in his time. 
4 Pettewen. Maybe. 

Jensen. It's in honor of his son that he's giving 
dinner, they say. 
' Pettebsen. Yes, his son came home yesterday. 

Jensen. I never knew before that Mr. Werle he 
son. 

f Pettebsen. Oh yes, he has a son. But he's ah 
stopped up there at the Hojdal Works. He's not 1 
in jown all the years I've been in service here . 

Anotheb Waiteb {at the door of the other room). I 

Pettersen, here's an old fellow who 

- Pettebsen {muttering). Who the devil's here now 

Old Ekdal erUers the room fro^ the right. He we 
threadbare cloak vyith a stand-up coUur, woollen mit 
in his hands a stick and a fur cap, under his ai 
parcel done up in cardboard. He has a reddishbr 
dirty wig, and a small mustache. 

Pettebsen (going towards him). Oood graoiousX.'V 
d o you want h ere ? 

Ekdal {in the doorway). Must absolutely go to 
office, Pettersen. 

Pettebsen. The office was closed an hour ago and- 

Ekdal. Heard so at the door, my lad. But Grabi 
in there still. Be a good fellow, Pettersen, and le 
slip in this way. {Pointing to the baize door.) I've 1 
that way before. 
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'* Pettebsen. All rights you can go. {Opens door.) But 
mind you leave the proper way, for we've company. 

Ekdal. Enow that — h'm! Thanks, Pettersen, my 
lad. Good old friend. Thanks. ( MuUers in a low 
tone.) Hiot ! ^ 

He goes into the office. 'fitTTEBSES doses the door after hinu 

Jensen. Is he one of the clerks too ? 
^ Pettebsen. No, he only d»e8 wrifog at home when 
it's wanted. But he's been a great swell in his time, 
has old EkdaL ^ 

Jensen. Yes, he looks as if he had been a little of 
everything. 
-I Pettebsen. Yes, for you know he's been a lieutenant 

Jensen. The devil he has ! He been a lieutenant? 
' Pettebsen. That he has. But then he went into the 
timber trade or something of the sort They say he 
playec^klr. Werle a very dirty trick once. For the two 
were partners then up at the Hodjal Works, you kno Wi 
Ah, I know good old Ekdal, I do. We drink many a 
good bottle of beer and bitters together at Mrs. 
Eriksen's. 

Jensen. Surely he hasn't got much to stand treat 
with? 

Pettebsen. Lord, Jensen, of course you understand 
that I pay. For I think one should be polite to better/ 
people who've come down in the world. / 

Jensen. Did he go bankrupt ? 
• Pettebsen. No, it was worse than that. He was 
sent to gaol. 

Jensen. Gaol? 
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'/ Pettebsen. Or the house of correction, or something. 
(Listening,) Hush ! they're coming from the table. 

The doors of the dining-room are thrown open by a couple 
of servants from vnthin, Mes. Sob3y, talkiMg to tvx> 
gentlemen, comes ovi. Gradually all the guests follow, 
among these Mr. Werle. Hjalhar Ekdal and 
Greqers Werle enter last. 

Mrs. Sorby (to th^servants^ as she passes along). Petter- 
sen, have the coffee served in the music-room, 
-f Pettersen. Yes, Mrs. Sorby. 

8?ie and the two gentlemen pass into the room at the hack, 
and thence righL Pettersen and Jensen go out the 
same vxiy. 

Pams Fat Gentleman {to the thin-haired one). Phew! 
That dinner — it was a stiff bit of work 1 

Thin-haired Gentleman. Oh ! with a little gwd-will 
one can get through an immense deal in three hours. 

Fat Gentleman. — Ah, but afterwards, afterwards, 
my dear Chamberlain ! * 

Short-sighted Gentleman. I hear the Mocha and 
Maraschino are to be served in the music-room. 

Fat Gentleman. Brave ! Then Mrs. Sorby can play 
us something. 

I Thin-haired Gentleman (in a low voice). If only Mrs. 
Sorby doesn't play us any tricks. 

•The title of ChamberlaimKammeherre)i8 one bestowed by the 
klDfiT as a special dl&tlnction upon men of wealth and position. It is 
the only title now permitted In Norway, where all titles of nobility 
were abolished m IBU. 
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Pat Gentleman. Oh, no; Bertha will never turn 
against her old friends I 

They h/ugh and go into the room. 

Weblb (in a low voice and depressed ). I don't think 
any of them noticed it, Gregers. 

Gbeoebs {looking at him). What ? 

Weble. Didn't you notice it either? 

Gbegeb& What should I notice? , ' S , 

Weble. We were thirteen at tabl e. j / 

Gbeqebs. Really? We were thirteen ? 

Weble (alancino at Hjalmab Ekdal). We gen erally 
have twelve. {To the others.) This way, gentlemen I 

Me and those who had remained behind with the exception 
of Hjalmab and Gbegebs go out through the doer ai 
the hack and off right 

Hjalmab {who has heard everything). Tpu shouldn't 
have asked me, Gregers. 

Gbegebs. What? Why, they say this dinner is given 
in my honor^ and I shouldn't have my best, my only 
friend ? ^^^^^-■''" 

Hjalmab. But I don't think your father likes it I / 
never come to this house. 

Gbeoebs. So I hear. But I must see you and talk 
to you, for I shall certainlv go aw av again soon. Yes, 
we two old school-fellows, we have surely been sepa- 
rated long enough, we've not seen one another now 
for s ixteen — seve nteen years. 

Hjalmab. Is it so long? 
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Gbfgers. Yes, it is. Well, how are things going 
with you? You look well. You've grown almost 
stout and portly. 

Hjalmab. H'm, one can hardly call it portly, but I 
daresay I look rather more manly than I did then. 

Greoebs. Indeed you do; your outer man hasn't 
suffered. 

Hjalmab {gloomily) But the inner man! Believe 
me, that is very different. You know what terrible 

>uble has come to me and mine since we two met. 

Gbegebs {in a lower tone). How is your father getting 
on now ? 

Hjalmab. Dear friend, don't let us speak of that. 
My poor, unhappy father of course lives at home with 
me. Why, he has no one else on earth to cling to. 
But it is such bitter pain for me to speak of this, you 
see. Tell me, rather, how you have got on up there at 
the works. 

Gbegebs. I've been delightfully lonely — with plenty 
of time to ponder over many things. Come here, let's 
make ourselves comfortable. 

He sits down in an arm-chair by the fire, and makes 
Hjalmab take another one by his side. 

Hjalmab {moved), I have to thank you all the same, 
Gregers, for asking me to your father's table. For 
now I know you've no feeling jtgain st me any longer. < 

Gbegebs {astonished). Whatever makes you think I 
had any feeling against you ? 

Hjalmab. Yet you had during the first years. 

Gbegebs. What first years ? 
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Hjalmab. After the epreat n ^^ifffft^^""^ And it was 
BO natural you should have. Why, it was only by a i 
hair's breadth your father escaped being dragged into j 
this — this horrible affair. ' 

Gbegebs. And you thought I had a feeling against 
you because of this ? What can have put such a thing 
into your head ? 

H.TALMAR. I know you had, Gregers, for I had it V 
from your father himself. -* 

Gregebs Starting), Father! Sol H'm! Ty^ that 
why YOU never wrote to me — not a single word? 

Hjalmab. Yes. 

Gbegebs. Not even when you decided to go in for 
photography ? 

Hjalmab. Your father said it was no use writing to 
you about anything. 

Gbegebs { looking straight in front of him) . No, no. 
Perhaps he was righi But tell me, Hjalraar, do you 
feel satisfied with your position ? 

Hjalmab {luith a sigh). Oh, yes; certainly. I really j 
can't say I'm not. At first, as you will understand, it ( 
all seemed so strange to me to be placed amid such 
absolutely new surroundings. But, then, everything 
else was so changed too. The great, overwhelming 
misfortune with my father — the shame and the 
scandal, Gregers. 

Gbegebs {vnoved). Yes, yes, I know. 

Hjalmab. I couldn't dream of going on with my_ 
s tudies, there wasn't a shilling to spa re; on the contrary 
we were rather in debt; mostly to your father, I fancy. 

Gbegebs. H'm. 

Hjalmab. So I thought it best, just with one wrench^ 
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you know, to cut myself oflf from the old conditions and 
relations. It was your father, principally, who advised 
me to do this, and as he helped me so much 

Gbegebs. Did he ? 

Hjalmar. Yes, of course; ypg^kjiow he did. Where 
should I have got the means to learn photography, to 
set up a studio, and make a start ? That costs money, 
you know. 

Gbegers. And father paid for all this ? 

Hjalmar. Yes, dear friend, didn't you know? I 
understood him to say he had written to you about it. 

Grbgbrs. Not a word of what he had done. He must 
have forgotten it. We've only excha nged busine ss 
Mitf^g xtrifVi op^ gnpthftr 3o it WRS father ? 

Hjalmar. Yes, sure enough. He never wished 
people to know about it, but it was he. And it was he, 
too, who made it possible for me to get married? But 
perhaps you don't know about that either ? 

Gregers. No, I certainly did not {shakes his arm). My 

dear, Hjalmar, I can't tell you how happy all this makes 

I me — and how it pains me. Perhaps, after all, I have 

I wronged father — is^ertai n things . For this shews he 

I has a heart, you see. It^shews a kind of conscience. 

Hjalmar. Conscience! 

Gregers. Yes, yes, or whatever you like to call it. 
No, I have no words to tell you how glad I am to hear 
this of father. And so you are married, Hjalmar. 
That's more than I shall ever manage. Well, I hope 
you are happy in your marriage? 

Hjalmar. Yes, I am indeed. She is as bright and 
brave a woman as man could desire. And she is not 
quite without education, either. 
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C^BBGEBS {dighUy astonished). No, of course not. 

Hjalmab. No. Life is an education, you se6. Then 
the daily intercourse with me — and then there are 
some gifted men who often come to see us, I assure 
you. You wouldn't know Gina again. 

Obegebs. Gina? 

Hjalmab. Yes, dear friend. Didn't you remember 
her name was Oina ? 

Obegebs. Her name was Gina? Why, I know noth- 
ing 

Hjalmab. But don't you remember she was in service 
here for a time ? 

Gbegebs {looking at him). Is it Gina Hansen? ^ 

Hjalmab. Yes, of course it's Gina Hansen. 

Gbegebs. Who looked after the house during the last 
year that mother lay ill? 

HjAiiMAB. Certainly that is so. But, dear friend, I'm 
quite certain your father wrote you I had got married. 

Gbegebs {who has risen ^ Yes^ he certainly did, but 
jiot that — {wallcsj''n ^^^ dnwn). Yet — wait a moment — 
perhaps he did — now I come to think of it. But 
father always writes me such sh ortjetters. {Half seat- 
ing himself on the arm of the chair.) Now tell me, 
Hjalmar — for this is too delightful — how did you get 
to know Gina — to know your wife ? 

Hjalmab. Very simply. Gina didn't stop here long, 
for there was so much confusion here at that time — 
your mother's illness — Gina could not see to every- 
thing, so she gave notice and left. That was a year 
before your mother's death — or maybe the same year. 

Gbegebs. It was the same year, and I was up at the 
works at the time. And then afterwards 
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Hjalmab. Well, Gina lived at home with her mother, 
a Mrs. Hansen — a very worthy and hard-working 
woman, who kept a small eating-house. And she had 
a room to let, too, a very pretty, comfortable room. 

Geegebs. And you were probably delighted to take it ? 

Hjalmar. Yes, indeed: if; was your father wh o sug- 
gested it to me . And there, you see — there I really 
got to know Gina. 

Gbegers. And so you got engaged? 

Hjalmab. Yes. Young folk soon get to care for one 
another — h'm 

Gregers (jrises and wa lksjupa nd down ). Tell me — when 
you got engaged — was it then that father — I mean — 
was it then that you began to take up photography ? 

Hjalmab. Exactly, for I was anxious to settle down 
as soon as possible. And so both your father and I 
thought photography would be the likeliest thing, 
and Gina thought so, too. And there was a reason 
for that, you see, it fitted in so well, as Gina had learnt 
to retouch. 

Gregees. That fitted in most remarkably. 

Hjalmab {delighted, rising). Yes, didn't it ? Don't you 
think it fitted in remarkably ? 

Gbegebs. Yes, I must confess it did. Father seems 
to have been almost a sort of Providence to you. 

Hjalmab {moved). He did not forsake the son of Jiis 
old friend in his hour of need, for he has'a heart, you see. 

Erder Mrs. Sobby leaning on the arm of Mb. Weble. 

Mbs. Sobby. No nonsense, dear Mr. Werle; you 
mustn't stop in there any longer staring up at the 
lights. It is not good for you. 
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WsKLE {dropping her arm and poisiu a his hands over 
j ^eyes) . I almost think jon are right! 

■f-^FETTEBSKN and the Hired Waiter Jesbkn enter with trays. 

Mbs. Sobbt (to the guests in the other room). This war, 
please, gentlemen. Anyone who wants a glass of 
punch mnst come here for it. 

Enter the Fat Oestlemah. 

Fat OsirrLEiCAN {coming up to Mbs. Sobbt). Bat, good 
Heavens ! is it true that jon have abolished our blessed 
liberty to smoke ? 

Msa Sobbt. Yes, in Mr. Werle's domain, it is pro- 
hibited. Chamberlain. 

TmN-HAiBED Gentleman. Since when have you promul- 
gated these stringent articles of cigar-law, Mrs. Sorby ? 

Mbs. Sobbt. Since our last dinner. Chamberlain, for 
then we had certain persons here who went too far. 

Thin-haibed Gentleman. And you would not permit 
a slight overstepping of the bounds, Mrs. Bertha? 
Really not? 

Mbs. Sobbt. In no respect, Chamberlain Balle. 

Most of the guests have come into Mb. Weble's room. The 
waiters take round glasses of punch. 

Weble {to Hjalmab, going up to the table). What are 
you poring over there, Ekdal ? 

Hjalmab. Only an album, Mr. Werle. 

Thin-haibed Gentleman {who is waiting about). Aha! 
Photographs ! Yes, that's something in your line. 

Fat Gentleman {in an arm-chair). Haven't you 
brought along any of your own ? 
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Hjalmab. No, I've not. 

Fat Gentleman. You should have. It is so good for 
the digestion to sit and look at pictures. 

Thin-haired Gentleman. And, besides, it contributes 
towards entertaining people, don't you know. 

Shobt-sighted Gentleman. And all contributions are 
thankfully received. 

Mbs. Sobby. The Chamberlains mean, that when 
I you're asked to dinner, you must do something for 
! your meal, Mr. Ekdal. 

Pat Gentleman. Where one dines so well, that is 
simply a pleasure. 

Thin-haibed Gentleman. Good heavens ! when it's a 
question of a struggle for life 

Mbs. Sobby. There you are right 

Thty continue the conversation amid laughter and joking, 

(^ Gbegebs {in a low voice). You must join us, Hjalmar. 
L Hjalmab (shrinking). How should I join in? 

Fat Gentleman. Don't you think, Mr. Werle, that 
Tokay may be considered a comparatively wholesome 
drink for the stomach ? 

Weble {by the fireplace), I can answer for the Tokay 
you've had to-day, anyhow, for it is one of the very 
best vintages. You noticed it, no doubt. 

Fat Gentleman. Yes, it tastes remarkably delicate. 

Hjalmab (hesitatingly). Is there any difference then 
in the vintages ? 

Fat Gentleman (laughing). Oh, that is good ! 

Weble (smiling). It is hardly worth while giving you 
a fine wine. 
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Thin-haired Gentleman. It's the same with Tokay as 
with photographs, Mr. EkdaL There must be sun- 
shine. Is it not so? 

Hjalmab. Yes, light has a great deal to do with it 

Mbs. Sobby. Why, that's exactly aa it is with cham- • 
berlains, for they, too, greatly need sunshine, people ' 
say. 

Thin-haibed Gentleman. Oh, oh ! that's a very stale 
sarcasm. 

Shoet-sighted^Gentleman. Mrs. Sorby's coming out. 

Fat Gentleman. And at our expense. {Threatening.) 
Madam Bertha, Madam Bertha ! 

Mbs. Sorbt. Yes, but it is indisputably true that 
vintages may be vastly different. The old ones are 
the finest. 

Short-sighted Gentleman. Do you reckon me among 
the old ones ? 

Mrs. Sobby. Oh, far from it I 

Thin-haired Gentleman. There now ! But me, sweet 
Mrs. Sorby. 

Fat Gentleman. Yes, and me ! In what vintage do 
you reckon us ? 

Mrs. Sorby. I reckon you among the sweet vintages, 
gentlemen. 

She sips a glass of punch. The chamberlains laugh and joke 
with her. 

Werlb. Mrs. Sorby can always find a loophole when 
she wants. Help yourselves to glasses, gentlemen ! 
Pettersen, see to it ! Gregers, I think well take a glass 
together. (Gregers does not mom.) Won't you make 
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one of us, Ekdal ? I found no opportunity of drinking 
with you at table. 

The hook-keeper, Grabebg, hoks in through the baize door. 

Gbabebg. Beg pardon, sir, but I can't get oui 

Werlb. Why, have you got locked in again ? 

Gbabebg. Yes, and Flagsted has gone off with the 
keys. 

Weble. Well, you can pass through here, then. 

Gbabebg. But there's someone else. 

Weble. Gome on, come on, both of you. Don't mind 
us. 

Gbabebg and old Ekdal come out from the office. 

Weble {involuntarily). Ah ! Phew ! 

The laughter and chatter of the guests ce ase. Hjalmab jfigrte 
at the sight of his father; h e puts down his glass and 
turns to the fireplace. ^ " 

Ekdal {Jie does not look up, hut makes little hows to hoth 
sides as he goes out and mutters). Beg pardon. Have 
come the wrong way. Door locked. Door locked. Beg 
pardon. 

He and Gbabebg go out at the hack, right. 

Weble {petween his teeth). Confound Graberg ! 

Gbegbbs {with open mouth and staring eyes to Hjalmab). 
Surely that can not have been. 

Fat GENTLEBiAN. What was that ? Who was it ? 

Gbegebs. Oh, nobody, only the book-keeper and 
someone else. 
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/ Shobtheiighted Gentleman {to HjALiiAB). Did you know 
Ehe man ? 

I H.TAT.MAR. T (lon* ^. know! I (\Qr}'i npfjif*,^^ 

/ Fat Gentleman {getting up). What the deuce is in the 
/wind? {He goes to the others who are talking in a low 
I voice.) 

I Mrs. Sobby {whispering to the servant). Give him some- 
I thing outside — something really good. 
i Pettebsen {nodding). All right. 

He goes out. 

Gbeoebs. {In a low and shaken voice to Hjalmab). So 
it was really he ? 

Hjalmab. Yes. 

Gbeoebs. And yet you stood there and denied you 
toew him ? 

HjaTiMab ( whispering passionately). B ut^how cquj^ 
I 

Gbeoebs. Acknowledge your father ? 

Hjalmab (pained). Ah. if you were in my place 

ITie conversation of the guests, which had been carried on 
in a low tone, now becomes strainedly noisy. 

Thin-haibed Gentleman {coming up to Hjalmab and 
Gbeoebs in a friendly manner). Aha ! Are you standing 
here renewing old memories of student years? Eh? 
Won't you smoke, Mr. Ekdal ? Do you want a light? 

Ah, it's true, we musn't 

Hjalmab. Thank you. I should not have 

Fat Gentleman. Haven't you some nice little poems | 
to recite to us, Mr. Ekdal ? You used to do that so 
charmingly. i 
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I Hjalmar. Unfortunately, I can't remember anything. 
Fat Gentleman. Ah, that's a pity. What shall we do, 
Balle? 

Both gentlemen cross the room, and go into the other room. 

I Hjalmab {gloomily). Gregers, I'm going. You see, 
/ when a man has felt the crushing blows of fate upon 

I his head Bid your father good-bye for me. 

Gbegebs. Yes, yes. Are you going straight home ? 
HjALjiAB. Yes, why ? 

Gbegebs. Because, perhaps, I'll look in on you later. 
Hjalmab. No. jTOu mustn't do that. Not at my home . 
My house is dreary , Gregers, especially after such a 
brilliant f estiyity as this. We can always meet some- 
where outside in the town. 

Mbs. Sobby {^oho has come up, in a low voice). Are you 
going, Ekdal ? 
Hjalhab. Yes. 

Mbs. Sobbt. Bemember me to Gina. 
•^ Hjalmab. Thanks. 

Mbs. Sobby. And tell her that I shall look her up one 
of these days. 

Hjalmab. Oh, thanks. {To Gbegebs.) Stop here. I 
want to slip out unobserved. 

He crosses the room, passes into the other room, and goes 
out, right. 

Mbs. Sobby {aside to the servant, who has returned). 
I Well, did you give the old man something? 

Pettebsen. Yes, I did. I gave him a bottle of brandy. 
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Mrs. Sobby. Oh, you might have foand him some- 
thing better than tiiat. 

Pettebsen. No, I couldn't, Mrs. Sorby. Brandy's the 
best thing for him. 

Pat Gentleman {py the door, tciih a volume of music in 
his hand). Shall we play something together, Mrs. 
Sorby? 

Mrs. Sorby. Certainly — let us. 

Guests. Bravo, bravo i 

8?ie and aU the Guests pass out of the room, right, 
Gbegebs remains standing by the fire-place, Mb. 
Weble looks for something on the mnting-table and 
seems to vrish Gbeqebs to go. As the latter does no^ 
move, Mb. Weble goes towards entrance door. 

Gbegebs. Pather, won't you wait a moment ? 
Weble {stopping). What is it ? 
GBEGEBa I must have a word with you. 
Weble. Can't it wait iiU we're alone? 
Gbegebs. g[o, it can not, for it mar^e we neverah^ 
be alone. 

Weble {coming nearer). What does that mean ? 

During the following conversation the playing of a piano is 
heard from the music-room. 

Gbegebs. How could that family be allowed to come \ 
to such a wretched pass ? 

Weble. Probably, you mean the Ekdals ? I under- 
stand. 

Gbegebs. Yes, I mean the Ekdals. Yet Lieutenant 
Ekdal was very near to you once. 
18 
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Wkble. Unfortunately, he was; he was only too near 
to me. I felt it and suffered from it many a year. It 
is him I have to thank that a sort of stain blurred my 
own good name and fame — yes, mine ! 

G^OEBs {in a low voice). Was he really the only 
jaiiUaujne? ' 

Wkrle. Who else do you suppose 

Oregebs. He and you were partners in that big 
forest business. 

Werle. But wasn't it Ekdal who drew up the map 
of the forest — that falsified map? It was he who 
carried out the illegal felling of trees on the govern- 
ment lands. Why, it was he who managed the whole 
business up there. I had no idea of what Lieutenant 
Ekdal was undertaking. 

Gbbqebs. Lieutenant Ekdal himself did not know 
what he had undertaken. 

Weblb. Maybe, but the fact remains that he was 
sentenced and I was acquitted. 

Grbgebs. Yes, I know. Proofs were wanting. 

Weele. Acquittal is acquittal. But why rake up all 
this unfortunate business that turned my hair grey 
before its time ? Have you been brooding over this 
all these years up at the Works ? I can assure you, 
Gregers, here in town, the story has long been for- 
gotten, as far as I am concerned. 

Gbegebs. But the unfortunate Ekdals ? 

Weele. Now, really, what would you have had me 
\ do for these people ? When Ekdal came out he was a 
I broken man, absolutely helpless. There are men on 
I earth who sink to the bottom if they get a few shots 
^ in them and who never come to the surface again. 
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Tou may take my word, Gregers, j went_a8 far as I 
could witho nt exposing myself, and givi ng color to 
all so rts ofs uspic ions and ^Qflgjp. 

Gbegebs. Suspicions — I see ! 

Weele. I've given Ekdal copying to do for the office, 
and I pay ever so much more for it than the work is 
worth. 

Gbeoebs {wUhoul looking at him). H'm! I do not 
doubt that. 

Werlb. You laugh. Don't you believe what I say ? 
It is true there's nothing of all this in my books, for 
there are certain expenses I never enter. 

Gregebs {smiling coldly). No, there are certain I 
expenses which it is best not to enter. / 

Weble {starting). What do you mean ? 

Gbegebs {with forced calm). Have you entered what it 
cost you to let Hjalmar Ekdal learn photography ? 

Weble. I ? Entered what ? 

Gbegebs. I know now that it was you who paid for 
that. And I know, too, that it was you who so 
generously helped him to make a start. 

Weble. Well, and yet you say I ve done nothing for 
the Ekdals I I can assure you, in all conscience, these 
people have cost me quite enough. 

Gbegebs. Jny^ ymi ^nfftrAfl any of these expenses ? 

Weble. Why do you ask ? 

Gbegebs. Oh, I have my reasons. Listen. At the 
time when you interested yourself so warmly in the 
son of your old friend, was that not the very time 
when he was to get married ? 

Weble. How the devil, after so many years, can I 
remember? 
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Gbeobbs. At that time you wrote me a letter — a busi" 
ness letter, of course — and in a postscript you briefly 
said that Hjalmar Ekdal had married a Miss Hansen. 

Weklb. Well, that was right enough — that was her 
name. 

Gbeoebs. But you did not write that the Miss Hansen 
was Qina Hansen, our former housekeeper. 

Weble {laughs sarcastically but somewhat constrainedly). 
No, it really never occuiTed to me that you were so 
deeply interested in our former housekeeper. 

Gregers. Nor was I. JBut (in a lower voice) there 
was another here i n the Ji ouse who was deeply 
in terested in her . 

Werle. What do you mean {angrily to him)^ I 
suppose you are alluding to me ? 

Greqebs {in a low but firm tone). Yes, I allude t o you. 

Werle. And you dare? You permit yourself to ? liow 
can he, that ungrateful wretch, the photographer? How 
dare he presume to make such insinuations ? 

Gregers. Hjalmar has not referred to all this by a 
single word. I don't believe he so much as suspects 
anything of it. 

Werle. Whom have you had it from then ? Who can 
have said such a thing ? 

Gregers. My poor, unhappy mother sa id so . And 
that was the last time I saw her. 

Werle. Your mother ? I might have known it. She^ 

and you — ym^ ^.^ way fl_liPi1d toget her. It was she wh o 

from the first turned j ou against me. 

/' Gregers. No — it was all she had to bear and to 

) suffer, until her heart was broken, and the miserable 

\ end came. 



THE WILD BUCK. 25 / 

Weblb. Oh, she hadn't so much to bear and suffer — 
not more at any rate, than so many others \ But there 
is no getting on with morbid, overstrained people . As 
I know to my cost. "And so you have gone about 
nourishing such suspicions, gone poking into all sorts 
of old rumors and calumaies against your own father. 
Look here, Gregers. I really think that at your age 
_^you might find something better to do. 

Gbbgebs. Yes, it is time I did. 

Weklb. Then perhaps you would take things more 
easily than you seem to now. What can be the good \ 
of your stopping up there at the Works year out, year / 
in, worrying yourself as a mere clerk, and refusing to r^ 
take a shilling more than the usual monthly salary?! 
It's simple folly of you. / 

Gregebs. Yes, if I could be quite certain that 

Werle. I understand you well enough. You want 
to be independent, to owe nothing to me. But now 
there is an opening for you to become independent, and 
absolutely your own master. 
I Gbbgebs. Indeed, how? 

Weble. When I wrote you it was necessary you 
should come to town immediately — h*m 

Gbegebs. Yes, what did you really want me for ? T ve 
been waiting all day to find out. 

Weble. I vnshed to propose your having a share in 
the firm. 

Gbegebs. I? Enter the firm ? As partner ? 
'Weble. Yes. It will not necessitate our being con- ^ 
stantly together. You might take over the business S 
here, and then I'd move up to the Works. -^ 

Gbegebs. You would ? 



26 THE WILD BUCK. 

Werlb. Yes, for you see I'm not so fit for work as I 
used to be. I must be careful of my eyes, Gregers, 
for they are becoming rather weak. 

Gbbgees. They always were. 

Werlb. Not so weak as now. And then besides — 
i^Tcumstances T^i ffhti pftyhapa TnaTr^ i\ desirable I 
should live up there — at any rate, for a time. 

Gregebs. I should never have believed that. 

Werle. See here, Gregers, there are many things that 
stand between us. But when all's said and done — we 
are father and son. It seems to me we ought to "be 
able to come to some sort of an understanding. 

I Gregers. You mean outwardly, of course. 
Werle. Well, even that would be something. Think 
it over, Gregers. Don't you believe that it could be 
managed? Eh? 

Gregers {looking at him coldly) . There is something 
behind all this ! " 

Werle. How so ? 

Gregers. There must be something you want Jo us e 
me for. 

Werle. In so close a relation as ours, the one can 
always be of use to the other. 

Gregers. So they say. 

Werle. I would gladly have you at home with me 
now for a time. I am a lonely mau, Gregers — always 
have felt lonely all my life through — but ^aost now 
that I am beginning to grow old. I long to nave 
some one about me 

Gregers. Well, you Lave Mrs. Sorby 

Werle. Yes, I have, and she has, so to say, become 
almost indispensable to me. She is bright and even- 
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tempered, she cheers up the house — and I need that 
BO sorely. 

Qregebs. Very well. Then you've already got all 
you want. 

Weble. Yes, but I'm afraid things can't go on so. 
A woman in such circumstances soon finds herself in 
an equivocal position in the eyes of the world. And I 
had almost said that it doesn't do a man any good 
either. 

Gbeoebs. Oh, when a man gives such dinners as you 
do he can risk a good deal. 

Weble. Yes, but she, Gregers? I'm afraid she will 
not put up with it much longer. And even if she 
would — even if she were willing, out of devotion to 
me, to expose herself to the gossip and scandal, and 
all that — don't you think, Gregers, you, vith your 
intensely strong sense of justice 

Gregers {interrupting). Just tell me one thing straight 
out. Are you thinking of marrying her ? 

Werle. And if I were thinking of such a thing, 
what then ? 

Gregers. I say so, too. What then ? 

Werle. Would you set yourself absolutely against ( 
it? / 

Gregers. No, certainly not; not in any way. \ 

Werle. For I did not know whether, from love for ; 
your dead mother's memory 

Gregers. I am not overstrained. 

Werle. Well, whatever you may or may not be, you 
have lifted a heavy weight from my heart I am so 
exceedingly glad that I may count upon your approval 
in this matter. 
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Gbegebs (looking fixedly at him). Now I know you 
I mean to use me. 

Werle. Use you ? What an expression ! 

GbtEGEBS. Ah, don't let us be nice in our choice of 
words — not when we are alone, at any rate. (Laughs 

sJiortly.) So that's it ! So that was why — curse it! 

I must come to town in person. For the benefit of 
Mrs. Sorby, a scene of family life is to be anunged 
here. Tableau of fath er and son! That would be 
something new ! 

Werle. How dare you speak in that tone ? 

Greoebs. When was there any family life here ? Not 

as long as I can remember. But now a little of that 

sort of thing may come in usefuL For it would look 

uncommonly well to have people talking of the son 

hurrying hither — on the wings of filial piety — to his 

I old father's wedding feast. What then becomes of all 

' the rumors of the poor dead mother's sorrows and 

I suffering ? Nothing ! Her son hurls them to the earth. 

Werle. Qregers, I don't believe there is a man on 
earth you dislike as you do me. 

Gregers (in a low voice). I have seen you too closely I 

Werle. You have seen me through your mother's 
eyes. (Slightly lowering his }X)ice.) But you should 
bear in mind that her eyes were — dimmed at times. 

Gregers (s huddering), I understand what vou mean . 

(.But who was to blame for m other'sunhappyjwe akness ? 
It was you and all these The last of them was 
that woman who was foisted upon Hjalmar Ekdal, 
when yoa no longer — oh! 

Werle ' shrugging his shoulders). Word for word aa if 
I hoa^rd your mother ! 
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Gbbgebs (wUhout noticing him). AniJ ^ht^re he is no w 

of deception — lives nnder the same roof with Buch a 
woman, and doeg nnt Tr^nw that wfeat h» fialls home is 
built npon a lie. (He comes up closer.) Wl^ftn I ^o^l^ 



back np nn f^ll y^n hftvtf^ done, I seem to h^ Ir^lg'pgr 
over a battlefield, with mined human lives everywhere. 

WEBLB. I almost believe the gulf between us is too 
great 

Qbeoebs {hounng urUh forced self-command). I have 
observed it, and so 111 take my hat and go. 

Weble. Gx) ! Leave the house ? 

Gbegebs. Yes. For now at last I have found a 
mission to live for. 

Weblb. What mission may that be ? 

Gbegebs. You would only laugh if I told you. 

Weble. A lonely man does not laugh so easily, 
Qregers. 

Gbegebs {pointing to the room in the background). See, 
father — the Chamberlains are playing Blind Man*s 
Buff with Mrs. Sorby. Good night — and good-bye. 

He goes out at the hack, right. The laughter and merri- 
ment of the Guests are heard in the outer room. 

Weble {murmurs scornfully as Gbegbrs goes out). Ha! 
Poor wretch I And yet he says he is not overstrained I 



ACT H 

[Hjat.mar Ekdal's sludio. The room is fairly large: it is 
evidently at the top of the hotise. To the right a sktrU- 
ing roof with large panes of glass, half covered by a 
blue curtain. In a corner, to the right of the stage, is 
the entrance-door; lower down, on the same side, a door 
leading to the sUting-room, At the hack to the lefty there 
Tc also tvx) doors, an iron stove betioeen them. In the 
wall at the hack there is a icide sliding door, which can 
hepu^shed aside. The studio is plainly, hut comfortably 
arranged and furnished. Between the doors on the 
right, a liUle away from the uxdl, there is a sofa, with a 
table and a few chairs; on the table a lamp with a shade, 
hy the stove an eld arm-chair. All sorts of photographic 
apparatus and instruments are distributed about the 
room. In the hack wall to the left of the sliding door is 
a hook case, with a few hooks, hoxes, and hottles of 
chemicals, instruments, tools, etc. Photographs and 
odds and ends, such as camel-hair hrushes, paper, and 
the like, lie on the table.'] 

GiNA Ekdal is sitting on a chair hy the table, sewing. 
Hedvig is sitting on the sofa, her hands shading her 
eyes, and her thumbs in her ears, reading a hook. 

GiNA (looks at her several times, as if with suppressed 
anxiety; then she says) : Hedvig ! (Hedvig does not hear 
her and Gina says in a louder tone) : Hedvig I 

Hedyiq {moving her hands and looking up). Yes, mother. 

Gina. Dear Hedvig, you musn't sit reading there any 
longer. 
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Hedvig. Oh, but my mother, mayn't I read a little 
longer ? Just a little bit ? 

GiNA. No, no; you must put the book away now. 
Your father doesn't like it He never reads himself of 
an evening. 

Hedvig {shutting the door). No, father doesn't bother 
much about reading. 

GiNA ( putting dovm her work and taking up a pencil and 
smdU note book from the table). Can you remember how 
much the butter came to to-day ? 

Hedvig. One kJfone and sixty-five dre. 

GiNA. That's right. (Entering it.) It's awful the 

amount of butter we get through here. And then 

* there was the smoked sausage and cheese. Let me 

see — {uniting) and then there was the ham — h'ml 

(Reckoning it up.) Yes, it makes just 

Hedvig. And then there's the beer, j 

GiNA. 'Ses, of course. {Writing.) It does run up — 
but it can't be helped. 

Hedvig. But then we didn't want a hot dinner, as 
father was out 

GiNA. No, luckily. And then besides I took eight 
crowns, fifty ore for the photographs. 

Hedvig. Fancy I So much as that ? 

GiNA. Exactly eight crowns, fifty ore. 

A pause. Gina takes up her work, Hedvig takes up paper 
cmd pencil and begins drawing something, shading her 
eyes vrith her left hand. 



Isn't it funny to think of father having a 
grand dinner at Mr. Werle's ? 
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I QiNA. You can't say he's dining with Mr. "Weriei 
1 You know it was his son who invited him. (Quickly.) 
^ ^ftVfl nnthiny fi;i <^^ ^jih Mr. Werle. 

Hedvio. I'm looking forward so to father coming 

home. For he promised he'd ask Mrs. Sorby for some- 

thing nice for me. 

IGiNA. Yes, you may be sure there are plenty of good 
things in that house. 

Hedvig {going on dravnng). An.4„r m just a littl e bit 
hungry^ too. 

Old Eedal, vMh a parcel of papers under his arm, and 
another in his coat-pocket, comes in through the 
entrance-door, 

GiNA. How late grandfather is to-day. 

Ekdal. They'd locked the office. Had to wait with 
Gbtiberg. And then they let me pass out. H'm ! 

Hedyig. [Did they give you anything more to copy, 
grandfather ? 

Ekdal. All this lot Lookt 

GiNA. That is good. 
^ Hedvio. And you've a parcel in your pocket too. 
"" Ekdal. Oh, nonsense, that's nothing I {Puts his stick 
in the comer.) This'll find me in work for a long time, 
this will, Gina. {Pushing the one-half of the door in the 
hack a little aside.) Hush I {He looks into the room for a 
moment, and cartfuUy pushes the other side of the door 
hack.) He I he! They're all asleep together in a 
bunch. And even she's got into the basket. He! he I 

Hedvig. Are you quite sure she's not cold in the 
basket, grandfather? 
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Ekdal. What an idea? Cold ? With all that straw? 
{Ooes to the further door left) I suppose I shall find 
matches ? 

OiNA. The matches are on the chest of drawers. 

Ekdal goes into the room. 

Hedyio. It is a good thing grandfather's got all that 
copying to do ! 

GiNA. Yes, poor old father : so hell make a little 
pocket-money for himself. 

Hedvig. And so he can't spend all the morning ( 
down there at that horrid Mrs. Ericksen's restaurant. ) 

OiNA. That is true, too. 

A short pame. 

Hedvig. Do you think they are still at table ? 

GiNA. Goodness knows, but it's likely enough. 

Hedvig. Just fancy all the delJcious things fatherll 
have for dinner! Tm sure he'll be in good spirits 
and cheerful when he comes back. Don't you think 
he will, mother ? 

GiKA. Yes; but if we could only tell him we'd let 
the room. 

Hedvig. But there's no need to do that to-night. 

GiNA. Oh, it'll come in well enough, my dear. And 
it's no good to us. 

Hedvig. No, I mean we don't need it to-night, 
because father'll be in good spirits anyhow. We'd 
better save up the room for another time. 

GiNA {looking across at her). Are you glad to have 
something pleasant to tell father, when he comes home j 
of an evening ? ^ 
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Hedtig. Yes, for then he's much more cheerf uL 
OiHA {absentiy to hersdf). Oh, yes. there's something 
in that. 

Old Eedel comes in again, and is going out by the lower 
door, left 

GcvA {half turning round on her chair). Do you want 
anything in the kitchen, grandfather ? 
Ekdal. I do; yes. Sit stilL 

Ooes ouL 

GiNA. Surely he's not raking about in the glowing 
embers ? {Waiting a moment) Hedvig, just see what 
he's after. 

Ekdal comes in again with a small jug of steaming water. 

Hedvig. Have you been getting warm water, grand- 
father ? 

.SMflB». Yes, I have. Want it for something I've 
got to write, and the ink's as thick as porridge — h'm! 

OiNA. But, grandfather, you should have supper 
first It's quite ready. 

Ekdal. Never mind about supper, Gina. Have lots 
of work, I tell you. I won't have anyone come to my 
room. No one — h'm ! 

Ee goes into his room. Gina and Hjjdvig look at one 
. another. 

Gina {in a low voice). Can you imagine where he gets 
the money from ? 
Hedvig. No doubt he's got it from Graberg. 
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OiNA. Oh, no ! Oraberg always sends tbe money to 
me. 

Hedvio. Then he must have got a bottle on trust 
somewhere. 

GiNA. Poor old grandfather I It's a long while since 
anyone'd trust him with anything. (Hjalmab Ekdal 
enters, right, in a top coat and grey felt hat. Throwing 
down her work and getting up.) Well, I never, Ekdal, 
you here already ? 

Hedvio {jumping up at the same time). Fancy! You 
here so soon, father ? 

HjatiMab {putting down his hat). Yes; most of them 
were leaving. 

Hedvio. So early ? 

Hjalmab. Yes, it was a dinner-party. {Abov^t to take 
qff^ his top coat.) 

GiNA. Let me help you. 

Hedvio. And me, too. 

They help him off with his coat. Gina hangs it up on the 
mail at back. 

Hedvio. Were there many people there, father ? 

Hjalmab. Oh, no, not many. There were twelve or j 
fourteen of us at table. I 

Gina. And I suppose you chatted with all of them ? 

Hjalmab. Oh, yes, a little. But it was Gregers who 
especially monopolized me. 

GmA. And is Gregers as uprly as ever ? 

Hjalmab. Well, he's not exactly go o d-looldng ye t. 
Hasn't the old man come home yet ? 

Hedvio. Yes, grandfather's in there writing. 

Hjalmab. Did he say anything? 
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Qmk. No. What should he saj? 

Hjalmab. Didn't he say anything about — I thought 
I heard he'd been to Gh^berg's. Fll just go in to him 
a moment. 

OiNA. No, no, you'd better noi 

Hjalhab. Why not? Did he say he wouldn't have 
me in there ? 

OiNA. He won't have anyone in this evening. 

Hedvio (making signs), H'm ! h'm ! 

OiNA {not seeing her). He's been in here, and got warm 
water. 

Hjalmab. Aha! He's sitting in there? 

GiNA. Yes, that's so. 

Hjalmab. Good Heavens ! My poor, white-haired old 
father? — Yes, just let him alone for once and enjoy 
1 himself. 

Old Ekdal in an old coat, and tmth a lighted pipe, enters 
from his room, 

Ekdal. Got home ? I thought I heard you chattering. 

Hjalmab. I've just come in. 

Ekdal. ^o you didn't see me? Youj(3idn|ti 

Hjalmab. No, but they said you'd passed through 
the room — and so I came after you. 

Ekdal. H'm! Very good of you, Hjalmar. What 
sort of people were they ? 

Hjalmab. Oh, all sorts of people. There was 
Chamberlain Flor, and Chamberlain Balle, and 
Chamberlain Easperson — and Chamberlain — so and 
so — I don't know. 

Ekdal (nodding). Listen to that, Gina. He's been 
with nothing but Chamberlains. 
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GiNA. Yes, they are awfully grand up at the house 
now. 

Hedyig. Did the Chamberlains sing, father, or did 
they recite something? 

Hjat.mab. No, they only chatted. They wanted me 
to recite — but I wouldn't. 

Ekdal. You wouldn't? 

GiNA. But surely you might have done thai 

Hjalmar. No, one can't provide entertainment for 
everybody. (Walking up and down) At any rate, I 
can't. 

Ekdal. No, no, Hjalmar's not to be got so easily. 

Hjat.mail I really don't see why I should provide 
entertainment, when I once in a way happen to go 
out. Let others do ii Here are these fine folk 
dining in grand houses day out, day in. Let them be 
thankful and amiable for all the good meals they get. 

GiNA. But surely you didn't say that I 

Hjalmab (humming). Ha! ha! ha! They had put 
up all sorts of things. 

Ekdal. Even the Chamberlains ? 

Hjalmab. They didn't get off scot-free. (Lightly,) 
Then we had a little discussion as to Tokay. 

Ekdal. Tokay ? You ? That's a fine vine, that is. 

Hjalmab (standing still suddenly). It mxiy be fine, but 
I may tell you all vintages are not equally good. It 
depends upon the amount of sunshine the vine has 
had. 

GiNA. Why, you re allv^know everything, Ekdal. 

Ekdal. And there was a discussion about that ? 

Hjalmab. They wanted to prove that; but then it 
was proved to them that it was exactly the same with 
19' 
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Chamberlains. With them too, all vintages were not 
equally good — so some one said. 

GiNA. No I What things jou do think of ? 

Ekdal. He, he ! And they had to put that in their 
pipes and smoke it ? 

Hjalmab. They had it straight to their faces. 

Ekdal. Fancy, Gina, he said that straight to the 
Chamberlain's faces. 

GiNA. Only think, straight to their faces. 

(" Hjalmar. Yes, but I don't wish it talked about 

One doesn't repeat such things. Besides, of course it 

all passed off quite good-naturedly. Why, they were 

nice, pleasant people why should I wound them? No! 

Ekdal. But straight to their faces 

Hedviq {coaxingly). How nice it is to see you in a 
dress-coat. You look so well in a dress-coat, father. 

Hjalmab. Yes, don't you think so ? And this one 
really sits faultlessly. It fits almost as if it had been 
made for me — a little tight in the arm-pits, perhaps. 
Help me, Hedvig. {Takes off the coat.) I'd rather put 
on my jacket. Where is my jacket, Gina ? 

GiNA. Here it is. {She fetches the jacket and helps him 
on with it.) 

Hjalmab. That's it. Be sure and remember to let 
Molvik have the dress-coat the first thing in the 
morning. 

Gina {putting it down). I'll see to it. 

Hjalmab {stretching himself). Ah ! After all, this is 
more comfortable. And, besides, this sort of loose, 
free, home-dress suits my whole style better. Don't 
you think so, Hedvig ? 

Hedvig. Yes, father. 
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Hjalmab. When I tie my necktie like this, with 
loose ends, see, eh ? 

Hedyig. Yes, that looks very well with the 
moustache and the thick curly hair. 

TTjat.mar. One can't call it exactly curly hair. I 
should rather say wavy. 

Hedviq. Yes, for it's in such great curls. 

Hjalmak. Waves! 

Hedviq (a little after, pulling his jacket). Father I 

Hjalmab. Well, what is it ? 

Hedviq. Oh, you know well enough what it is. 

Hjalmab. No, I really don't. 

Hedvig {Jjaughing and pouting). Oh, you do, father. 
Now you musn't tease me any more. 

Hjalmab. But what is it ? 

Hedvig {shaking him). Oh, nonsense. Now out with 
it, father. You know all the good things you 
promised me. 

Hjalmab. Ah ! and to think I should have forgotten 
it! 

Hedviq. No, you only want to tease me, father ! Oh, 
it's too bad of you. Where've you put them ? 

Hjalmab. Well, I've not quite forgotten. But wait a 
moment! I've got something else for you, Hedvig. 
{Ooes and searches in the pockets of his coat.) 

Hedviq (Jumping and clapping her hands). Oh, mother, 
mother ! 

GiNA. You see, if you'll only wait 

Hjalmab {with a paper). See, here we have it. 

Hedvig. That? Why, that's only a piece of paper. 

Hjalmab. That's the bill of fare; the whole bill of 
fare. Here is written "Menu; " that means bill of fare. 
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Hedvig. Haven't you got anything else ? 

Hjalmab. I've forgotten the rest, I tell you. But you 
may take my word for it, these dainties are not very 
satisfying. Sit down there by the table and read out 
the list, and I'll describe the dishes to you. See here, 
Hedvig. 

Hedmq (choking hack her tears). Thanks. {She sits 
down, but does not read. Gina makes signs to her; Hjal- 
MAR noticefi it.) 

Hjalmab {walking up and down). It is really most 
extraordinary what things the bread-winner of a family 
is expected to remember, and if he forgets the least of 
them — he's sure to be treated to bUck looks. Well, 
one gets used to that, too. {Slops near the stove, by the 
old man.) Have you peeped in there this evening, 
father? 

Ekdal. Yes, you may be sure I did. She's got into 
the basket. 

Hjalmab. No! She*s gone into the basket? She's 
beginning to get used to it 

Eedal. Yes, that's what I always said she would. But 
now, you see, there are a few little things 

Hjalmab. Some improvements — yes. 

Ekdal. But they must be made, you know. 

Hjalmab. Yes, let's have a little chat about the 
improvements, father. Come here, let's sit on the sofa. 

Ekdal. All right. H'm — think I'll fill my pipe 
first — and must clean it. H'm ! {He goes into his room.) 

GiNA {smiling at Hjalmab). Clean his pipe, too ! 

Hjalmab. Ah, well ! Gina, let him alone. My poor 
shipwrecked father ! Yes — the improvements — we'd 
best set about them to-morrow. 
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GiNA. You'll not have any time to-morrow, Ekdal 

Hedviq {interrupting). Oh, yes, he will, mother. 

GiNA. Remember those copies that have to be touched 
ap; they've sent here now so many times for them. 

Hjat.mar. Really? So now it's the copies again! 
rheyll be ready soon enough. Have there been any 
bresh orders ? / 

QiNA. No, worse luck, to-morrow I've nothing but 
bhe two portraits you know of. 

Hjat.mar. Nothin g else ? Oh, no, when one makes 
ao effort 

GiNA. But what am I to do ? I put in all the adver- 
tisements I can afford, I'm sure. 

Hjat.mar. Yes, advertisements, advertisements. You 
see how much good they are. And so, I suppose, no ) 
Due's been after this room, either? • / 

GiNA. No, not yet. | 

Hjalmar. That was to be expected. When one ^ 

makes no effort to One rea lly must pu ll ones elf 

together, Gina. 

Hedviq {going up to him). Shall I fetch your flute, 

father? 

Hjalmab. No, no flute. I ask no pleasures here on 

- - — \ 

earth. {Walking up and down.) Yes, ye'8,m work liard | 

to-morrow, there shall be no lack of that. I'll work as j 

long as my strength holds out ! 

Gina. But, dear good Ekdal, I didn't mean it in that 
way. 

Hedviq. Father, shall I bring in a bottle of beer ? 

Hjalmar. No, nothing at all. I want nothing for 
myself. {Standing still. ) Beer ? — was it beer you said ? 

Hedvig {brightly). Yes, father; lovely, fresh beer. 
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Hjalmab. Well, if you miU insist, you may as well 
bring in a bottle. 

GiNA. Yes, do, and then we'll make ourselves 
comfortable. 

Hedvig runs towards the kitchen door, 

Hjalmar (by the stove ; stops her, looks at her, takes her 
head, and presses her to him), Hedvig ! Hedvig ! 

Hedvig (gladly, with tears in her eyes). Ah! Dear 
father ! 

Hjalmab. No, do not call me that ! There have I 
been sitting at the rich man's table and taking thought 
for myself — there have I sat and reveled at the 
groaning board. Ajid yet I could not 

GiNA {sitting by the table). Oh, nonsense, nonsense, 
Ekdal. 

Hjalmab. Yes I But you must not be too hard upon 
me. You know that I am very fond of you, all the same. 

Hedvig {embracing him). And we are so immensely 
fond of you ! 

Hjalmab. And if now and again I should be unreason- 
able, bear in mind I am a man overwhelmed by a host 
pf worries . No! {Drying his eyes.) No beer at such 
a moment ! Give me the flute. 

Hedvig runs to the book case and fetches it. 

Hjalmab. Thanks. Now then. With the flute in my 
hand, and you two about me — ah ! 

Hedvig {sits down at the table near Gina; Hjalmab walks 
up and down. Then he begins playing energetically a 
Bohemian folk-dance, but in slow, elegiac time, and with 
sentimental expression. He stops playing suddenly, holds 
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tmt his left hand to Gina, and says in a moved tone). It may 
be poor and lowly under this roof, Gina, but it is home. 
But I tell you this — it is goodjt(Lbe here. 

He begins playing again; presently a knock is heard at the 
entrance-door, 

GiNA {rising). Hush, Ekdall — I think someone's 
there. 

Hjalmab {putting the flute into the hook case). There 
again! 

GiNA goes and opens the door. 

Gregebs {outside in the passage). Excuse me 

GiNA {stepping back a little). Oh ! 

Gbeoebs. Does Mr. Ekdal, the photographer, live 
here ? 

GiKA. Yes, he does. 

Hjalmar {going to the door), Gregers ! Is it you after 
all? Well, come in. 

Gregebs {coming in). Yes, I told you Fd look you up. 

Hjalmab. But to-night ? — Have you left the party ? 

Gbegebs. Both the party and my father's house. 
Good evening, Mrs. Ekdal. I don't know if you recog- 
nize me ? 

Gina. Oh, yes I Young Mr. Werle is not very 
difficult to recognize. 

Gbegebs. No — I am like my mother, and, no doubt, | 
you remember her. 

Hjalmab. And you have left the house, you say 

Gbegebs. Yes, I've moved into a hotel. 

Hjalmab. Beallyl Well, as you've come, take off 
your things and sit down. 
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Gregebs. ThaDks. {He txthes off his overcoat. He has 
changed into a simple gray suit of country make.) 
Hjalmab. Here, on the sofa. Make yourself at home. 

Gregebs sits on the sofa, Hjalmab on a chair by the table. 

Gregebs {looking round). So this is your place, Hjal- 
inar. This is where you live. 

Hjalmab. This is the studio, as you can see 

GiNA. But it's roomy; and so we prefer sitting here. 

Hjalmab. We used to have better rooms, but this 
flat has one great advantage; there are such capital 
outer rooms. 

GiNA. And then we've a room on the other side of 
the passage that we can let 

Gbegebs {to Hjalmab). Beally — then you've lodgers, 
too. 

Hjalmab. No, not yet. That's not so easy, you see; 
one has to keep on the look out {To Hedvig.) But 
how about that beer, Hedvig. 

Hedvig nods and goes into the kitchen, 

Gbegebs. So thaJt is your daughter ? 

Hjalmab. Yes, that's Hedvig. 

Gbegebs. And she is your only child ? 
\ Hjalmab. She is the only one, yes. She is our great- 
I est joy on earth, and {in a lower tone), she is also our 
• greatest sorrow, Gregers. 

Gbegebs. What's that you say ? 

I Hjalmab. Yes; for there is imminent danger of her 
losing her sight 

Gbegebs Become blind ! 
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Hjalmab. Yes. At present there are only the merest 
symptoms, and it may be a long while yet But the 
doctor has warned us. It must inevitably come. 

Gregers. That is a ternbie misfortune I^'flow did 
she get it? 

Hjalmab (siahina). It is probably heyf ^^i^ftiy - 

Gregebs (starting). Hereditary: ? ^ 

GiNA. T^^H^M*1 mother had ly eak e yes, too. 

HjALyAB. Yes, so father sa ys; I c an't remember her, 

GBSGEBa Poor child ! And How does she take it ? 

H.TALMAR. Ah ! you may imagine, we've not had the 
heart to tell her anything. She has no idea of any 
danger. Joyous and free from care, and chirping like 
a little bird flying away into life's everlasting night 
(Overcome.) Ah ! that is such a crushing blow for me, | 
Gregers. I 

Hbdvig brings in a tray toith beer and glasses, which she 
places on the table. 

Hjalmar {strobing her head). Thanks, thanks, Hedvig. 
(Hedvig throws her arms round his neck and whispers into 
his ear.) , No. No bread and butter just now. {Looks 
straight in front of htm.) Yes, perhaps Gregers will 
have a piece. ' 

Gregebs {with a gesture of refusal). No, no, thank you. 

Hjalmar {still mournful). Well, you can bring in a 
little, all the same. If you've a crust that'd be nice. 
And mind you, butter it well. 

Hedvig nods brightly, and goes into the kitchen again. 

Gbegebs {who has followed her with hvi eyes). She looks 
bright and well enough though, it seems to me. 
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GiSA. Yes, thank God, there's nothing else the 
matter with her. 

Gregebs. No doubt she will grow like jon in time, 
Mrs. EkdaL How old may she be now ? 

GiSA. Hedrig is exactly fourteen; it's her birthday 
the day after to-morrow. 

Greoebs. She's pretty tall for her age. 

GiXA. Yes, she has shot up so in the last year. 

Geegebs. It is bj these young folks that we best see 
how old we are ouruelyes. How long ac^o is it that 
you were married ? 

Gina. Why, we were married in — yes — nearly 
fifteen years ago ^ 

Gbegers. No, really i Is it s o long ! 

GxNA (beooming attentive, look ing at him). Yes, it is 
e^^acily.. 

Hjalmab. Yes, _o l_CQurafldt is. Fifteen years in a few 
^months . {In a changed tone.) Those must haye been 
long years for you up at the Works, Gregers. 

Gbegebs. They seemed so while I lived them — now, 
I hardly know how the time went 

Old Ekdal enters from his room, without his pipe, bui 
wearing his old lieutenants cap; he walks somewhai 



Ekdal. I say, Hjalmar, now we can sit down and 
chat about that — b'm. Whatever was it? 

Hjalmab {going up to him). Father, here's somebody. 
Gregers Werle — I don't know if you can remember him. 

Ekdal {looking at Gbegebs, who has risen). Werle ? Is 
that the son, eh ? — What does he want with me ? 
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Hjaucab. Nothing; he has come to see me. 

Ekdal. Then nothing's up ? 

Hjalmab. No, certainly not 

Ekdal {swinging his arms). Not that / care, you know, / 
Tm not afraid, but I 

Gbeqebs {going up to him), I only wanted to bring 
you a greeting from the old hunting-grounds, Lieuten- 
ant EkdaL 

Ekdal. Hunting-grounds? 

Gbeqebs. Yes, up there round about the Hojdal 
Works. 

Ekdal. Oh k up there !! I knew them well once on a 
time. 

Obeoebs. At that time you were a great sportsman. 

Ekdal. Was so, yes. That may be. You're looking 
at my uniform-cap. I don't need to get leave to wear 
it at home. So long as I don't go out into the streets ^ 
in it 

Hedyio brings in a plate of bread and butter, which she puts 
on the table, 

Hjalmab. Come and sit down, father, and have a 
glass of beer. Come along, Gregers. 

Ekdal mutters something, and stumbles to the sofa, Gbegers 
sits down on the chair nearest him, Hjalmab on the 
other side of Gbeqebs. Gina sits a little way from the 
table sewing, Hedvig stands by her father, 

Gbeqebs. Can you remember, Lieutenant Ekdal, 
when Hjalmar and I used to go up to visit you in the 
summer and at Christmas ? 
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Ekdal. Did you ? No, no, no — I don't remember 
that. But I may say Tve been a great sportsman, that 
I have. I've shot bears too. Shot nine of them. 

Gregees {looking sympathizingly at him). And now 
you never get any hunting. 

Ekdal. Oh! Can't say that, my lad. Get some 
hunting now and again : not that sort, of course. For 

the forest, you see — the forest, the forest 1 

(Drinking.) Is the forest up there fine now? 

Gregers. Not so fine as in your time. It's been 
thinned out considerably. 
/ Ekdal. Thinned out. {In a lower tone and anxiovudy.) 
S That's a dangerous game. It has consequences. The 
' forest avenges itself. 

H.JALMAR {filling his glass). Come, father, have a little 
more. 

Gregers. How can a man like you — such a man for 
an open-air life, live in the midst of a choking town, 
shut up between these four walls ? 

Ekdal {smiles slightly and glances at Hjalmar). Oh! 
it's not so bad here. Not so bad. 

Gregers. But all that had become part of you ? The 
fresh, blowing breezes, the free life in the woods and 
the plains, among the beasts and birds ? 
1 Ekdal {smiling). Hjalmar, shall we show it him ? 
I Hjalmar {quickly and somewhat embarrassed). Oh, no, 
I no, father; not this evening. 

Gregers. What does he want to show me ? 
Hjalmar. Oh ! it's only something — you can see it 
another time. 
\ Gregers {continuing to itip. old man). So I was think- 
l ing, Lieutenant Ekdal, t) a' you should come along 
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with me up to the Works, for I shall certainly be 
leaving again shortly. Yon could easily get some 
copying to do there too. And here there's absolutely 
nothing to make you comfortable and cheer you. 

Ekdal {staring ai him in astonishment). IVe absolutely 
nothing. 

Gbeoebs. Yes, you^ av e H jalgaLar; but he has his 
own family. And a jn an like y ou who has always ielt 
dra wn to all that is fr eehand wild — ■. — 

1&DAL {striking the table), Hjalmar, now he shall see it ! 

Hjalmab. No, father, is it worth while now ? Why, 
it's dark 

Ekdal. Nonsense; the moon shining. {Rising.) He 
shall see it, I say. Let me pass. Come and help me, 
Hjalmar. 

Hedvio. Oh, yes; do, father. 

Hjalmab {rising). All right then. 

Greoers {to Gina). What is it ? 

. Gina. Oh ! You really mustn't fancy it's anything 
very wonderful. 

Ekdal and Hjalmar have gone up the stage. Each is 
pushing aside one-half of the sliding door ; Hedvig 
helps the old man ; Greqers remains standing by the 
sofa ; Gina goes on sewing, unmoved. Through the 
opening of the door is seen a large , irregular loft, with 
odd nooks and corners, and a few stove-pipes here and 
there. There are skylights, through which bright 
moonlight faUs upon certain parts of the great room ; 
others are in darkness. 

Ekdal {to Greoers). You must come quite close, 
please. 
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Gbegebs {going over to him). What, is it really I 

Ekdal. You can see — h'm ! 

Hjalmar {rather embarrassed). This belongs to father, 
you understand. 

Gbegebs {hy the door, looking into the loft). Why, you 
keep fowls, Lieutenant Ekdal ! 

Ekdal. Should think we did keep fowls. They're 
gone to roost now. But you should see the fowls by 
daylight, you should ! 

Hkdviq. And then there's a 

Ekdal. Sh ! — Sh ! — don't say anything yet. 

Gbegebs. And you've pigeons, too, I see. 

Ekdal. Oh, yes! May be we've got pigeons, too! 
The pigeon-houses are up there under the eaves; for 
you know pigeons always like to roost high. 

Hjalmab. But these are not all common pigeons. 

Ekdal. Common ! No, should think not ! We've got 
tumblers, and we've a few pouters, too. But come 
here ! Can you see those hutches out there by the 
wall? 

Gbegebs. Yes. But what do you use them for? 

Ekdal. The rabbits go in there in the night, my lad. 

Gbegebs. Why, youVe rabbits, too, then ? 

Ekdal. Yes. Deuce take it, you might know we 
should have rabbits! He wants to know if we've got 
rabbits, Hjalmar! — H'm! But now the real thing's 
coming, you know. Now then ! Out of the way, Hed- 
vig. Come and stand here; that's it — and look down 
there. Don't you see anything there in the basket 
filled with straw ? 

Gbegebs. Yes. I see there's a bird lying in the 
basKct. 



THE WILD BUCK. 51 

Ekdal. H'm! "A bird" 

j^Gbegebs. Isn't it a duck ? 

Ekdal {hurt). Yes, of course, it's a duck. 

Hjalmab. But what sort of a duck, do you think ? 

Hedvig. It's not just a simple duck 

Ekdal. Hush! 

Gbegebs. And it's not a Turkish duck, either. 

Ekdal. No, Mr. — Werle; it's not a Turkish duck; 
for it's a wild duck ^ 

Ghegebs. No, is it really ? A wild duck ? 

Ekdal. Yes, that it is. The " bird," as you called 
it — is a wild duck. That's our wild duck, my lad. I 

Hedvig. Jfy wild duck. For she belongs, to. jne. | 

Gbegebs. And it can live up here in this loft ? And 
thrive here ? 

Ekdal. Of course, you understand, she's got a trough 
full of water to splash about in. 

Hjalmab. Fresh water every day. 

GiNA {turning to Hjalmar). But, dear Ekdal, it's 
getting awfully cold here. 

Ekdal. H'm! Let's shut it up then. Besides it's 
not good to disturb their night's rest. Give a hand, 
Hedvig. 

Hjalmab and Hedvig push the doors of the loft together. 

Ekdal. Another time you can see her properly. 
{SiUing doum in the arm-chair by the stove.) Ah! wild 
ducks are very wonde rful creatures, take my word for it 

Gbegebs. But how did you catch it, Lieutenant 
Ekdal? 

Ekdal. Didn't catch her, I didn't. There's a certain 
man in the _town _here,_whom we've to thank for her. 
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IGREtiERs {darting slightly). Sorely the man's not oy 
father? ~ 

Ekdal. Yea, he is though. Jast your father. H'm ! 

IHjalmab. It is funny you should have guessed that, 
Gregers. 

Greoers. Why you were telling me that you were 
indebted to my father for all sorts of things, and so I 
thought that 

GiNA. But we've not had the duck from Mr. Werle 
himself. 

Ekdal. It's Haaken Werle weVe to thank for her, 
all the same, Gina. ( To GBEOEBa) He was out in his 
boat, you know, and he _shot her . But your father's 
sjght is so bad now. H'm; she was only wounded. 

Gregers. I see. She got a few shots in her body. 

Htalmar. Yes, she did — two or three shots. 

H£D^-Ia. She was hit under the wing, and so she_ 
could not fly away. 

Gregers. And then, I suppose, she diyed to the^ 
.bottom? - ' - ' >' ■ '-'"■ ■O'^c^ '' /-^X 

Ekdal {sleepily, tvith thick utteranQ^). Know all about 
that Always so with wild ducks. Made for the 

i* bottom — as far as they can get, my lad — get caught 
in the tangle and the sea-weed — and all the damned 
/stuff that's down below there. And so they never 
/ come to the surface again. 

Gregers. But, Li eutenan t Ekdal, your wild duck 
came to the surface. 

Ekdal. He'd got a most remarkably clever dog, had 
your father, ind the dog — dived after the duck and 
brought her up again. 

Gregers {turning to Hjalmar). And so you found it here? 
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Hjalmar. Not directly; first it was taken to voii r 
father's; but the wild thing didn't 
Pettersen was ordered to kill it 



Ekdal {half asleep), H'm — yes, Pettersen — ^idiot- 

Hjalmar {speaking in a lower tone). So that was how 
we got her, you see, for father knows Pettersen a little, 
and when he heard about the wild duck, he managed 
to get it handed over to him. 

Gbegebs. And now it thriyes so well up here in the 
loft 

Hjalmar. Yes, wonderfully welL She's getting fat 
Well, she's been in there so long now she's forgott en 
^the old wild life: and that's the main thing. 

Gbegers. You are right there, Hjalmar. Only never 

let her see the sky or the sea But I musn't stay 

any longer ; for I think your father's asleep. 

Hjalmar. Oh ! don't mind him 

Gbegers. But — by the way — you said you had a 
room to let — a spare room ? 

Hjalmar. Certainly — what then? Do you know 
anyone 

Gregers. Could I have the room ? 

Hjalmar. You? 

GiNA. No, but you, Mr. Werle - 



Gregers. Can I have the room ? Then I'll move in 

early to-morrow. 

Hjalmar. Yes, with the greatest pleasure 

GiNA. But, Mr. Werle, it's not at all the sort of room 

for you. 
Hjalmar. But, Gina, how can you say that i 
GiNA. Yes, for the room's neither large nor light, 

and 

20 
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Gbegebs. That doesn't matter, Mrs. EkdaL 

Hjalmab. I think it's a very nice room, and not so 
badly furnished, either. 

GiNA. But think of those two who live underneath 
us. 

Gbegebs. What two are they ? 

GiNA. Oh ! one of them's been a tutor. 

Hjalmab. That's Licentiate Molvik. 

GiNA. And then there's a doctor calling Belling. 

Gbegebs. Belling ? I used to know him a little. He 
practiced for a time up at the Works. 

GiNA. They're a pair of dissipated ^ood-for-nothings . 
They're often out on the loose of an evening, and. 
they come home very late at night, and then they're 
not always as 

Gbegebs. One soon gets used to that. I hope I shall_ 
be like^the_wild_duck. 

GiNA. H'm, I think you'd better sleep on it first, all 
the same. 

Gbegebs. Tou seem extremely unwilling to have me 
in the house, Mrs. Ekdal. 

GiNA. Lord, no ! How can you think that ? 

Hjalmab. Yes, it's really very extraordinary of you. 

GiNA {to Gbegebs). But tell me, are you thinking of 
stopping in town then for the present ? 

Gbegebs (putting on his overcoat). Yes, now I think of 
stopping here. 

Hjalmab. But not at home with your father ? W^at 
do you mean to do ? 

Gbegebs. Ah ! If only I knew that I should not 
be so badly off. But when one has the misfortune 
to be called Gregers — "Gregers" — and then 
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"Werle" after it; have you ever heard anything so 
hideous ? 

Hjalmab. Oh ! I don't think that so bad. 

Gbegers. Huh ! Pish I I should feel inclined to spit 
at a fellow with such a name. But when one has the 
misfortune to be Gregers — Werle here on earth, as I 
have 

Hjalmab {laughing). Ha — ha! If you weren't 
Gregers Werle, what else would you be ? 

Gbegebs. If I had my choice, I should prefer being / 
a clever dog. ^ ^ ' 

GiNA. A dog! / ' , ■- 

Hedvig (inwZuntonZt/). Oh! not that! •;, I*. | 

Gregers. Yes, a real uncommonly clever dop; such 
^ ^e as can dive under after wild duc ks, wh^n th^y. » 
^o to the bottom, and get fast in all th e tangle and 
s ea-w ee ds down in the mud below. ( 

Mjalmar. ril tell you what, "Gregers — I don't | 
understand a word of all this. \ 

Gregers. Oh, no ! It doesn't mean anything in par- 
ticular. Early to-morrow, then, I'll move in. {To 
Gina.) Don't you trouble about me; I dojjerything - 
for myself . {To Hjalmar.) We'll talk over the rest 
to-morrow. Good night, Mrs. Ekdal. {Nodding to 
Hedvig.) Good night! 

Gina. Good night, Mr. Werle. 

Hedvig. Good night. 

Hjalmar {who has lighted a candle). Wait a moment, I 
must light you down, for it's very dark on the stairs. 

Gregers and Hjalmar go out together through the entrance- 
door. 
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GiNA Qookiuij straight in front of her, with her work on 
her lap). Wasn't that strange talk about his wanting 
to be a dog? 

Hepvig. I'll tell you what, mother — I think he 
/ meant something else by that. 
GiNA. What could that be ? 

Hedvig. Why, I don't know, but it was just as if he 
meant something different from what he was saying — 
all the time. 
QiNA. Do you think so ? It was certainly strange. 
Hjalmar {returning). The lamp was still alight. (Pwfe 
out the light and puts it down). Ah, at last one can get a 
mouthful to eat. (Begins eating the bread and butter.) 

Now, you see, Gina, if one only makes a little effort 

Gina! How, effort ? 
/" Hjalmar. Yes, for it's a blessing after all we've at 
/ last let that room for a time. And only think — to a 
* follow like Gregers — a dear, old friend. 

Gina. I hardly know what to say about it, I don't. 
Hedvig. Oh, mother, you'll see it'll be such fun. 
Hjalmar. You are strange. First you were so anxious 
to let it, and now you don't like it. 
j Gina. Yes, Ekdal; if it had only been to some one 
I else, but what do you think Mr. Werle will say ? 
• Hjalmar. Old Werle ? It's no business of his. 

Gina. But you may be sure there's something up 
between them again, as the young one's moving out of 
the house. You know well enough how thiogs are 
between those two. 

Hjalmar. Yes, that inay be, but 

Gina. And now, perhaps, Mr. Werle'll think you're 
at the bottom of it 
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Hjalmae. Let him think so as long as he likes I Mr. 
Werle has done an immense deal for me. Good 
heavens I I don't deny it — but I can't on that account 
remain his dependent all my life. 

GiNA. But, dear Ekdal, perhaps grandfather may 
have to suffer for it; he may loose his poor little 
earnings that he gets through Graberg. 

Hjalmab. I*m almost inclined to say: so much the 
better ! Is it not sufficiently humiliating for a man like-^ 
me to see his grey-haired father going about as an out- / 
cast ? But the fullness of time is coming now, I think. - 
{He takes another piece of bread and butter.) As surely as 
I have a mission in life, so surely I will not Bhrink 
from it I 

Hedvig. Oh ! no, father, don't ! 

GiNA. Hush ! Don't wake him ! 

Hjalmab {in a lower tone). I will not shrink from it, I 

tell you. The day will yet come, when And 

that's why it's a good thing we've let the room; for 
that makes me more independent. And a man must 
be that when he has a mission in life. ( Turning towards 
the arm-chair, imh'ffrf[6!t07L) My poor white-haired old 
father! Lean on your Hjalmar. He has broad 
shoulders — strong shoulders, at any rate. You will 

awaken one day and {To Gina.) Perhaps, you 

don't believe it ? 

Gina {rising). Of course, I do — but in the meantime 
let's get him to bed. 

Hjalmab. Yes, let us do so. 

They take up the old man carefully. 
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ACT III 

[Hjalmab Ekdal's studio. It is morning; daylight streams 
in through the great panes of glass in the slanting roof; 
the curtain is drawn back.] 

[Hjalmar is sitting at the table busy retouching a photon 
graph; several other portraits are lying in front of him. 
After a little while Gina comes in from the entrance- 
door in her hat and cloak; she has a covered basket on 
her arm.] 

Hjalmar. Are you back again, Gina ? 
Gina. Ah, yes ! One must look sharp. 

Puts the basket on a chair, and takes off her things. 

Hjalmar. Did you look in at Gregers' ? 

Gina. Yes, I did. It's in a lovely state; he's managed 
to make a mess of it as soon as ever he got in. 

Hjalmar. How so ? 

Gina. Why be wanted to do everything himself, he 
said. And so be wanted to light the stove too; and 
then be screwed down the register, so that the whole 
room was full of smoke. Ub ! It stank like 

Hjalmar. \Yell> I never ! 

Gina. But the. best's to come; for then he wanted to 
put out the fire, and so he must needs empty the whole 
of bis water-jug into the stove, so that the room's like 
a pig-stye. 
' Hjalmar. That's a nuisance. 
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GiNA. I've sent the porter's wife there now, to clean | 
tip after him, the^pig. But the placell not be fit to be 
in till this afternoon. I 

Hjalmab. Where's he gone then in the meantime? 

GiNA. He was going out, he said. 

Hjalmab. I looked in a moment, too — after you'd 
gone out. 

GiNA. So I heard. Why, you*ve asked him to lunch. 

Hjalmab. Only to a little simple bit of early lunch, 
you know. It's his first day — and we couldn't very 
well avoid it. You've got something in the house, I 
suppose. 

GiNA. Ill try and get something or other. 

Hjalmab. But don't get too little. For I fancy 
Belling, and Molvik are coming up too. I happened 
to meet Belling on the stairs, you see, and so I 
couldn't but 

GiNA. Oh ! Are we to have those two as well ? 

Hjalmab, Good Lord — two more or less'll make no 
difference. 

Ekdal {opening his door and looking in), I say, 
Hjalmar (noticing Qma.) Oh! I see! 

GiNA. Do you want anything, grandfather ? 

Ekdal. Oh, no! It's all right. H'm! {He goes in 
again.) 

GiNA {taking up the basket). Take care he doesn't get 
out. 

Hjalmab. Yes, yes, I'll see to it — I say, Gina, a 
little bit of herring-salad'd be very nice — for Belling 
and Molvik were out on the spree again last night. 

Gina. If only they don't come up too soon for me 
I 
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Hjalmab. Ob ! they won't; take your own time. 

GiNA. Very good, and you can go on doing a little 
work meantime. 

Hjalmab. Why, I'm sitting here working! Why, 
Pm working as hard as ever I can ! 

GiNA. Then you'll have it off your hands, don't you 
see. 

STie goes into the kitchen with the basket, Hjalmab sits a 
few minutes retouching the photograph; he does it 
lazily and with disrelish. 

Ekdal {peeps in looking around the studio, and says in 
a whisper). Are you busy ? 

Hjalmab. Yes, I'm sitting here slaving over th ese 
portraits. 

Ekdal. All right — God forbid — if you're so busy, 
I'll— h'm 

He goes in again ; he leaves the door open, 

Hjalmab {goes on for a while in silence ; then he puts 
down the brush and goes to the door). Are you busy, 
father ? 

Ekdal {mxdters from unthin). If you're busy, I'm 
busy too. H'm ! 

Hjalmab. All right. 

He returns to his work again. 

Ekdal {after a little while, coming to the door again). 
H'm ! You see, Hjalmar, I'm not so very busy after 
alL 

Hjalmab. I thought you were sitting there writing. 



THE WILD DUCK. 61 

Ekdal. Deuce take it. Can't Graberg wait a day or 
two ? It's not a matter of life and death, I should say. 

Hjalmar. No, and you're not a slave either. 

Ekdal. And then what has to be done in there ? 

Hjalmar. Yes, exactly. Perhaps you'd like to go in ? 
Shall I open the door for you ? 

Ekdal. That wouldn't be amiss. 

Hjalmar {risingy For then we'd have thai off our 
hands. 

Ekdal. Exactly, it must be ready by to-morrow early ^ 
For it 18 to-morrow H'm ? ) 

Hjalmar. Of course, it's to-morrow. ^ 

Hjalmar and Ekdal push one-half of the door aside. The 
morning sun is shining in through the sky-lights; 
many pigeons are flying hither and thither, others are 
perched cooing on rafters ; the hens cackle now and 
again, at the further end of the l(fit, 

Hjalmar. Now then, get in, father. 

Ekdal {going in). Aren't you coming ? 

Hjalmar. Yes, d'you know — I almost think — {seeing 
GiNA by the kitchen door). I ? — no, no, I've no time, I 
must work This is how the mechanism works 

He pulls a string ; a curtain falls from within, the lower ] 
part of which consists of an old sail, and the rest, the ) 
upper part of an out -spread fishing net. The floor of 
the loft is thus no longer visible, 

Hjalmar {going to the table). That's it; now, I suppose, 
I shall have a minute's peace. 

GiNA. Is he in there on the rampage again ? 
Hjalmar. Wasn't it better than if he'd gone down to 
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Mrs. Ericksen's? {Sitting down.) Do yon want anything ? 
You said 

GiNA. I only wanted to ask if you thought we could 
lay the cloth here ? 

Hjalmab. Yes, I suppose no one is coming so 
early 

GiNA. No, I don't expect anyone, except the two 
sweethearts, who want to be taken together. 

Hjalmab. Why the devil couldn't they be taken 
together some other day? 

GiNA. But, dear E kdal, I arranged for them to come 
this afternoon, when you re having your sleep. 

Hjalmab. Oh, that's all right Yes, then we'll lunch 
here. 

GiNA. Very well ! But there's no need to hurry to 
lay the cloth yet; you can use the table awhile yet. 
' Hjalmab. I should think you could see I am sitting 
here using the table all I can ! 
^ GiNA. Then youll be free later, don't you see. 

She goes into the kitchen again, A short pause, 

Ekdal {at the door of lofty the net behind), Hjalmar I 
Hjalmab. Well? 

Ekdal. Afraid we shall have to move the water^ 
trough, after all. 

Hjalmab. Why, that's what I've said all along. 
Ekdal. H'm — h'm — h'ml 

Ooes away from the door ogam, 

f Hjalmab {goes on working for a lUtle while, then looks a$ 
) the loft and half rises. Hedvig comes in from the kitchen. 
Hurriedly sitting down again). What do you want ? 
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Hedvig. I only wanted to come in to you, father. 

"Hjaimar {after a short paiLse). It seems to me you've 
come to poke your nose into things. Are you to keep 
watch, perhaps ? 

Hedvig. Oh, no I not at all I 

Hjalmae. What's mother doing in there now ? 

Hedyig. Oh ! Mother's in the thick of the herring- 
salad. (She goes up to the table.) Isn't there any little 
thing I could help you with, father. 

Hjalmab. Oh, no. It's best I should doit all alone — 
as long as my strength holds out There's no need, 
Hedvig; if only your father keeps his health — then 

Hedvig. Oh no, father; you musn't say such horrid 
things 

She vxlUcs about a little while, stands still by the open door, 
and looks into the loft. 

Hjalmab. I say, what's he doing now ? 

Hedvig. It's surely a new path up to the water- 
trough. 

Hjalmab. Hell never be able to manage that alone I 
And yet I'm condemned to sit here 

Hedvig (going up to him). Give me the brush, father; 
I can do it 

Hjalmab. Oh, nonsense. You'd only spoil your eyes 
with it 

Hedvig. Not a bit I Come, give me the brush I 

Hjalmab (rising). Well, yes, it won't take more than a 
minute or two. 

Hedvig. Tut I What does it matter? (Taking the 
brush.) That's it. (Sitting down.) And I've got one 
here to copy from. 
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Hjalm^. But don't Bpoil j oar e ^s ! Do you hear — 
-'CZ^i^ljlSiJ^^'^^®^*^^®* y^^ mast take the responsi- 
bility upon Tourself — I tell you thai 

Hedvig {retouching). All right, I don't mind. 

Hjalmar. You're very quick at it, Hedvig. Only a 
few minutes, you understand. 

He squeezes past the curtain in the loft, Hedvig sits vxyrk- 
ing, Hjalmae and Ekdal are heard discussing vnthin, 

Hjalmar {coming from behind the net). Hedvig, just 
hand me the pincers that are lying on the shelf. And 
the chisel {turning back). Now you'll see father. But 
first let me show you what I mean. 

Hedvig takes out the tools asked for from the book-case and 
hands them in to him, 

Hjalmab. That's it. Thanks ! I say, it was a good 
thing I came. 

He goes away from the opening of the door; they are 

/' heard carpentering and talking within, Hedvig 

^ remains standing and looks at them. After a patise 

there is a knock at the entrance-door; she takes no 

notice of it, 

Gregers {bareheaded and without a top coat ; he enters 
and stands a little while by the door). H'm ! 

Hedvig {turning and going up to him). Good morning. 
Won't you come in ? 

Gregers. Thank you {looks towards the loft). You 
seem to have workingmen in the house ? 
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Hbdyig. No, it'» only father and grandfather. Ill 
go and tell them. 

Gbxosbs. No, no, don't do that» I'd rather wait a 
little while. 

He 8tte down on the sffa, 

Hbdyio. It's so untidy here. 

She is aboni io clear avmy the photographs, 

Gbeoebs. Oh! don't trouble. Are they portraits 
that have to be finished ? 

Hedvig. Tes, they are; I was going to help father 
with them. 

G&BOEBs. Don't let me prevent you. 

Hedyio. Oh, no. 

She moves the things towards her and sits down to work; 
Gbegebs watches her /or a while in silence, 

Gregebs. Did the wild duck sleep well last night ? / 

Hedvig. Yes, thank you, I believe so. 

Gbegers (turning to the loft). It looks quite different 
in there by daylight from what it did in the moon- 
shine. 

Hedvig. Tes, it does change so. In the morning it ) 
looks different from the afternoon and when it rains it \ 
looks different than when it's fine. 

Gbegebs. Have you noticed it ? 

Hedvig. Yes, of course I have. 

Gbegebs. Do you, too, like being in there with the / 
wild duck? ^ 

Hedvig. Yes, whenever I can manage it I — — ~ 
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Greoebs. But no doubt you've not much free time. 
I^suDpoBe you po to schoo L 

Hedvig. No, not now; father's afrai d of me spoiling 
my eyes . 

Gregebs. Oh ! then he reads with you himself. 

Hedvig. Father's promised to read with me, but he's 
not had time for it yet 

Gbegers. But is there no one else to help you a 
little? 

Hedvig. Yes, there's Mr. Molvik; but he not always 
quite — exactly — as 

Gregers. He drinks then ? 

Hedvig. Yes, indeed. 

Gregli.s. Well, then you've plenty of time to do 
anything. And in there — I suppose that's a world oi. 
itself. 

Hedvig. Quite of itself. And then there are so many 
wonderful things there. 

Gregers. Keally? 

Hedvig. Yes, there are great cupboards full of books, 
and in some of the books there are pictures. 

Gregers. Aha ! 

Hedvig. And then there's an old bureau, with 
drawers and flaps, and a big clock with figures that 
can come out. But the clock doesn't go now. 

Gregers. So time has stood ^ti^-— :injt here with th e 
wild, duck- ""^ 

Hedvig. Yes. And then there's an old paint-box and 
so forth; and then all the books. 

Gregers. And I suppose you like reading the books? 

Hedvig. Oh, yes, when I can get time. But most of 
them are English, and I don't understand it But 
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then I look at the pictures. There's one great book, 
called '"Harryson's History of London;" it must be a 
hundred years old; and there are such an enormous 
lot of pictures in it On the front page there's a pic- I 
ture of Death with an hour-glass, and a young girL I j 
think that's horrid. But then there are all the other [ 
pictures of churches and palaces, and streets, and I 
great ships sailing on the sea. | 

Geegers. But tell me, where did you get all these 
rare things from ? 

Hedvig. Oh! An old sea-captain once lived here, 
and he brought them home. They used to call him 

The Flying Dutchman." And that's odd, for he wasn't ' 
a Dutchman at all. 

Gregebs. No? 

BtoviG. No. But at last he stopped away altogether, 
and all his things were left here. 

Gregers. Listen — just tell me — when you sit in 
there looking at the pictures, don't you want to get 
out, and see the real great world itself ? 

Hedvig. Oh, no I I want to stop at home always, and 
help father and mother. 

Gregers. Finishing photographs ? 

Hedvig. No, not only that. What I should like best 
would be to learn to engrave pictures like those in the 
English books. 

Gregers. H'ml What does your father say to 
that? 

Hedvig. I don't think father likes it, for father's so 
odd in some things. Fancy, he talks about my learning >, 
basket-making and straw-plaiting! But I don't think y 
tfwt^s anything much. 
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Grsoebs. Oh, no; neither do L 
/• Hedvio. But father's right about one thing, that ii 
I'd learnt to make baskets, I might have made the new 
> basket for the wild duck myself. 

tGREOERs. So you might; and you ^arft th e fi^ht 
rson to have made it^ 
kEDViQ. X ggf for it*s my wild duck. 
Gregebs. Yes^ so it is . 
Hedvio. Oh, yes, she belongs to me. But I lend her 
father and grandfather as often as ever they like . 
Gbegbrs. Indeed I What do they do with her? 
Hedvio. Oh ! they arrange things for her, and build 
for her, and all thai 

Gregebs. I understand; for I suppose the wild duck's 
the most distinguished personage in there. 

Hedvio. Of course she is; for she's a real wild bird^ 
And it's a pity about her, too, for she has no one to 
care for, poor thing. 

Greoers. She hasn't a family like the rabbits. 
Hedvio. No. The fowls, too, have so many they were 
chicks with together, but she has been taken right 
away from all her own. And then it's all so strange 
;::;bout_ttiose^ wild^ucks^ ^^o one^knows them, and 
no body kno ws where they come J[rom either. 

Greoers. And so she has been^to the ocean depths. 
Hedvio {looks up aildrriJofloL moment and smUea). Why 
do you say " the ocean depths ? " 
Greoers. What else should I say ? 
Hedvio. You might have said the " bottom_of_the 
sea," or the "sea bottom." 

Greoers. Oh ! mayn't I just as well say in the ocean 
depths? 
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Hedyitt. Of course, only it Bounds so odd to hear peo- 
ple talk of the depths of the ocean. 

Gbegebs. Why ? Tell me why. 

Hedvig. No, I won't, for it's so silly 

Gbegers. I'm sure it's noi Now, tell me why you 
smiled ? 

Hedvig. Well, it's because when I happen to remem- 
ber what's in there — all of a sudden — it always 
seems to me that th g whole room and everything in it 
should J be called, fh ft "dftpf.ha £j i\\t^ no.^Ar^'* — but ' 
that's so silly. 

Gbegebs. You must not say thai 

Hedvig. Yes. for it's only a loft. 
y^REGJSBS ilookinii steadUy jitJk^^\*ATe you so sure of 
that? 

Hedvig {astonished). That it's a loft ! 

Gregers. Yes. Are you quite certain it is ? 

Hedvig looks at him in silence, open-mouthed. Gina com£s 
in imth the table-cloth, etc., from the kitchen. 

Gbegebs (rising). I've come in too early, I fear ? 
Gina. Well, you had to stop somewhere — and it's 
almost ready now. Clear the table, Hedvig. 

Hedvig clears away the things ; she and Gina go on laying 
the table during the following conversation. Gkegers 
sits dovm in the arm-chair and turns over the leaves of 
an aJhum. 

Gbegebs. I hear you can retouch, Mrs. EkdaL 
Gina {vjith a side glance). Yes, I can. 
Gbegebs. That w as a lucky coincidence. 
Gina. How, lucky? 
21 
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Gregers. As Ekdal went in for photograph j, I mean. 
Hedyig. Mother can take photographs, too. i 
GiNA. Oh, yes! I've had plenty of opportunity to 
teach myself thaJt art 

Gregers. Thfln^ p prhaps^ it's you really th at attenj 
to the business ? 

GiNA. Yes, when Ekdal hasn't times himself, I 

/ Gregers. No doubt, his time's a great deal taken up 
/^with his old father. I understand that. 
^ GiNA. Yes, and then it's not the thing for a man lik e 
jj^kclaHoJake^qrtraits of anybody and everybody. 
I Gregers. So I think, but still, since he has taken it 
up — I 

/GiNA. Mr. Werle, I'm sure, can understand that 
Ekdal is not an ordinary photographer. 

Gregers. Of course not But {A shot is 

fired within the lofty he starts.) What's that? 
Gin A. Up there they are shooting again ! 
Gregers. Do they shoot too? 
Hedvig. They go a-hunting. 

Gregers. What hunt? (Ooing towards the door of the 
lofl.) Are you hunting, Hjalmar? 
Hjalmar ipehind the net). Are you here? I didn't 

/ know — I was so taken up {To Hedvig.) And 

' you didn't tell us 

Gomes into the studio, 

Gregers. Do you go a hunting in the loft? 

Hjalmar {showing a double-barreled pistol). Oh I only 
with this. 

GiNA. Yes, you and grandfather'll have an accident 
one of these days with that pigstol. 
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Hjalmab (vexed). I think IVe told you, that this kind 
of fire-arm is called a pistol. 

GiNA. Well, I don't think that's any better. 

Gregebs. So you too have turned hunter; you too, 
Hjalmar? 

Hjai^mab. Only a little rabbit shooting now and 
again. Chie fly for father's sake, you understand . 

GiNA. Men folk are such queer creatures; they"" 
must always have something to divide themselves j 
with. 

Hjat.kab (angrily). Yes, yes, of course, we must 
always have something to divide ourselves 'with. 

GiNA. ^Why that's eractly what Fm saying. 

HjAT.ifAB, Well, h'm ! (To Gregebs.) And then luckily 
you see the loft is so situated that no one can hear us 
shooting. (Putting the pistol on the tap shelf of the case ) 
Don't touch the pistol, Hedvig! The one barrel's 
loaded, remember. 

Gbegebs (looting in through the net). Oh, you've a 
fowling-piece too, I see. 

TTjAT.igAn- ThatV father's old gun. You can't shoot 
with il now, for there's something wrong with the 
lock. Bat it's very amusing to have it, all the same, 
becaofle we can take it all to pieces, and oil it, and 
then screw it together again. Of course its mostly 
fethe r who muddles about with such things T 

Hn>TiG (going up to Gkeoebs). Now you can see the 
wild duck properly. 

GxBGKBs. I was just looking at it One of her wings 
drops aH^e it seems to me. 

if^TWAi^ Well, that's not so remarkable; you know 
■he WBS wounded. 






72 TH^ WILD DUCK. 

Obbokbs. And she seems a little lame in one fooii 
isn't she ? 

Hjat.mar. Perhaps just a very little bit 

Hedyio. Yes, for the dog bit her in that foot 
/^ Hjat.mar, But she hasn't another fault or blemish; 
and that is really remarkable foi a creature that has 
had a discharge of shot into its body, and has been 
between a dog's teeth. 

r/f Gregers {xdih a glance at Hedvig). And who has been 
to the 'depths of the oceaji ? 

Hedvig (smiling). Yes. 

GiNA {setti^ig the table). Oh ! that blessed wild duck ! 
Youll be falling down and worshipping her n^zt. 

Hjalmar. H*m — is the lunch nearly ready ? 

GiNA. Yes, in a moment Hedvig, you must come 
and help me now. 

GiNA and Hedvig go out into the kitchen. 

Hjalmar (in a lower voice). I don't think you'd better 
stand there looking at father; he doesn't like it 
(Gregers mxyves away from the door of the loft,) And I'd 
better shut up before the others come in. {Shooing with 
his hands.) S'h ! s'h I Get away with you ! {ffepuUs 
up the curtain and shuts the doors.) These contrivances 
are my own inventions. It's really very amusing to 
have something like that to arrange, and to mend 
when it gets broken. And besides, it is quite neces- 
sary, too, you see, for Gina doesn't like having the 
rabbits and fowls in the studio. 

Gregers. No, of course not; and, perhaps, it's your 
^^^[?jd?.2J??y*55g®s the business ? 
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Hjalmab _I_Bsually leave every-daY biisi nesa to her, 
loY th en I can Be ek refug e in the 8itting-room7and 
tbinLoSfi L^re i ^igta^ — 

Gbeoebs. wkat sort of matters, Hjalmar? 

Hjalmab. I wonder youVe not asked about thai before ? 
Or, perhaps, jouVe not heard about the invention? 

Gbeoebs. Invention? No. 

Hjalmab. Really? You've not? Ah! well, up there 
in the woods and wilds 

Gbeoebs. So you've made an invention ! 

Hjalmab. Well, I've not exactly made it yet^ but Fm 
working at it Surely you can understand that when 
I decided to sacrifice^myself^to jhojpgra^^ it wasn't 
in order to CaEe likenesses of all sorts of commonplace 
people. 

Gbeoebs. No, no, that was what your wife was just 
saying. 

Hjalmab. I vowed that if I did devote my powers to 
this manual labor I would at least raise it so high 
that it should be both an art and a science. And so 
I made up my mind to make this remarkable 
invention. 

Gbeoebs. And in what does the invention consist? 
What is it to do ? 

Hjalmab. Why, my dear fellow, you musn't ask for I 
such details yet It takes time, you see. And you 
mvsn't believe that I am inspired by vanity. Truly, 
F m not working for my ow n sake. Oh, no ! IF is my 
life--- a^migsion t hat I see Before'me night and day. 

Gbeoebs. What life-mission is that ? 

Hjalmab. Have you forgotten the old man with the 
silver hair ? 
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Gregers. Your poor father ; but what can you really 
dp for him ? 

J|/ Hjat.mab. I fiftn JT^vffhft hiq flplf-r^cppi;^/*^ ^^*^ the 
ead, by raising up the na me of Ekdal to honor and 
Ttespect again. ^~^ 

Gbeoebs. So that is your life-mission. 

Hjalmar. Yes^ I will save the shipwrecked ma n. 
For he did sufeer shipwreck when the storm buigr ^ 
forth over him. Even while tbosejfcer rible inv f>ati|Qrfl^_ 
tions were going on he was no lojiger himsftlfr- ^Phat 
pistol there — that we used to shoot rabbits with — it 
has played a part in the tragedy of the house of 
Ekdal. 

Gregers. The pistol ! Indeed ? 

Hjalmar. When the sentence was pronounced and 
he was to be put in goal — he had that pistol in his 
hand 

Gregers. He had ! 
. / Hjalmar. Yes, but he did not d are. He was afraid. 
^o demoralized, so lost even then was his spirit Ah! 
Canyou understand thaT? He a soldier; he who had 
shot nine bears, the descendant of two lieutenant- 
colonels — one after the other, of course. Can you 
understand it, Gregers ? 

Gregers. Yes, I understand J tverj[^ well. 

Hjalmar. I do not. And then the pistol played a 
part too in another incident in the history of our house. 
>When he had donned the gray dress, and was set under 
"lock and key — ah ! believe me that was a terrible^me 
for me. I had pulled down the blinds of both my 
windows. When I looked out, I saw that the sun was 
shining as was its wont I could not understand. I 
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saw men walking about the streets, laughing and 
gossipping of indifferent matters. I could not under- 
I stand. I thought all the universe must be standing 
still as at an eclipse of the sun. 

Gbegebs. I felt so when my mother died. 

Hjalmar. In that same hour Hjalmar Ekdal turned 
the pistol towards his own breasi 

Gregers. So you, too, thought of that ! 

Hjalmar. Yes. 

Gregers. But you did not fire ? 

Hjalmar. No. In that decisive mome nt I gained the 
YlVftiO^y ^^**^ "^y^ft^ ^. I went on living. I3 ut."^believe me, 
it_needed courage to choose Zt/g u ndersucE conditions. 

Gregers. It depends on the point of view ! 

Hjalmar. Yes, entirely. But it was better so; for^ 
now I shall soon make the invention; and then Doctor ( 
Relling believesTas T 3o, myself, that father will get 
leave to wear his uniform again. . I shall ask this as l« 
my so le rewa rd. ' ' J / ^ 

Gregers. go it's the uniform tha t he ? ' ■> i 

Hjalmar. Yes; it is that that he most hankers and 
pines after. You can not imagine how this cuts me to 
the heart for his sake. Whenever we have a little 
family feast here — such as Gina's and my wedding- 
day, or anything of that sort — the old man comes in 
here dressed in his lieutenant uniform of happier days. 
But as soon as there's a knock at the door — for he 
mustn't show himself before strangers you know — he 
hurries off to his room again as fast as his old legs will 
carry him. It lacerates a filial heart to see that I 

Gregers. And when do you think your invention'll 
be ready? 
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Hjalmab. Now, really you mna^Ti't aak ^ q about Hufth 

de tailfl aa to tim^. An invention is a thing whicli 

doesn't allow a man to be wholly and solely master of 

t himself. It depends a good deal on inspiration — on 

1 an idea — and it's well-nigh impossible to calculate 

I beforehand when that will coma 

Greoers. But it's making progress ? 

Hjalmar. Of course it's making progress. I work 

every blessed day at the inve ntion , which fill s my whol e 

being. Every afternoon when I've dined, I lock myself 

up in my sitting-room, there I can ponder in peace. 

« Only I mustn't be driven, for that is no earthly use what- 
ever; Relling says so, too. 
(' Gregers. And don't you find that all thos e, con tri- 
vances in there in the loft, lake you away a|idjdi9trdct 
you too much? 

Hjalmar. No, no, no; quite the contrary. ^You 
mustn't say thjt . Surely, I can't always go about 
brooding over the same exhausting ideas. I must 
have something to fill up the time spent in expectancy. 
Inspiration, ideas, you see — if they're coming they'll 
x^ I come anyhow. 

Gregers. My dear Hjalmar, I almost think t here' s 
something of the wild duck in jou. 
> Hjalmar. Of the wild duck ? What do you mean ? 
I Gregers. You ha ve dived under and got caught fast 
I ia the. weeds at _the bottom . 

Hjalmar. Are y ou alluding to the well-nigh deadly 
^ shot that winge d father and me too ? 
. Gregers. N ot so much io^thajt, I don't mean to say 
\ that you are wounded, but you have fallen into a 
I poisonous swamp; you have within you an insidious 



\. 
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diseaae, and you have sunk to the bottom todiejn the , 

dark . ^'"- " >" 

Hjalmab. I? Die in the dark ? Now, I tell you what, ' 
Gregers, you really should drop such talk. 

Greoebs. Do not fear; for I will^bring you up to the "^ 
surface again. For T, ^^^, ^<IY^ ^ rr^\atx^e^r^ I' n life now. ' 
you" see; I found it, yesterday. / 

Hjalmab. Well, that may be; but you should leave ^ 
me alone. I assure you that — of course, with the 
exception of a very natural melancholy — I am as ^ 
happy as a man could desire to be. ( 

Gbegebs. That you are so, is also a result of the ( 
poison. / 

HjAiiMAB. Now, my dear, good Gregers, iisn^bJBay 
anythinp more about disease and poiso n; Tm not used 
to that sort of thing; in m y_houggjLO one ever mentions 
such disag reeable things to me . 
"" C^RKaitRH. A ^ ! T fi an well believe tJia i ! 

Hjalmab. For it's not good for me. And here there 
is no air of the swamp as you call it. The poor home 
of the photographer is lowly — I know that well — and 
my means are narrow. But, I am an inventor, \ 
remember, and I am the bread-winner of a family too. 

ThaJt raises me above my lowly circumstances Ah ! ] 

here they are with the luncheon ! 

GiNA and Hkdvig bring bottles of beer, a decanter of brandy , 
glasses and so forth. At the same time Rellino and 
MoLviK enter from the passage ; they are both without 
hats and top coats ; Molvik is dressed in black. 

GiNA {putting the things on the table). Well, those two 
timed it well. 



ii 
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Belung. Molvik fancied he smelt herring-salad, and 
so there was no holding him back. Good morning for 
the second time, Ekdal. 

Hjalmab. Oregers, let me introduce Mr. Molyik; 
doctor Why you know Belling. 

Gbeoebs. Yes, slightly. 

Relling. Ah ! This is Mr. Werle, junior. Yes, we 
two have often come to loggerheads with one another 
up at the Hojdal Works. I suppose you've * just 
moved in ? 

Gregers. I moved in this morning. 

Relling. And Molvik and I live underneath you, so 
> you're not far from the doctor and priest, if you 
' should want anything of the sort. 

Gregers. That might be; for yesterday we were 
thirteen at table. 

SHjalmar. Oh ! now don't bring up such disagreeable 
things again ! 

Relling. You needn't trouble, Ekdal, for it won't hurt 
you. 

Hjalmar. I hope so for the sake of my family. But 
let*s sit down and eat, and drink, and be merry. 
Gregers. Shall we not wait for your father ? 
Hjalmar. No, he'll have his taken into him presently. 
Come along ! 

The men sit down cut the table, and eat and drink. Gina 
and Hedvig go in and out waiting on them. 

Relling. Molvik was horribly drunk yesterday, Mrs. 
Ekdal. 

Gina. What ! Yesterday again ? 
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Rellino. Didn't you hear him when I came home 
with him in the night ? 

GiNA. No, I can't Bay I did. 

Reluno. That's well; for Molvik was abominable 
last night 

GiNA. Is that true, Molvik ? 

MoLviK. Let us bury in oblivion the proceedings of 
last night That sort of thing has nothing to do with 
my better self. 

Belling {to Gbeoebs). It comes over him as if he 
were possessed , and then I have to go out on the spree 
with him. For you see Mr. Molvik is daemonic. 

GREGEBa Daemonic? 

Rellino. Yes, Molvik is dsemonic. 

Gbeoebs. H'm. 

/Rellino. And daemonic natures are not created for 
going through the world on steady l egs. They are 

' bound to deviate sometimes. [Well, and so you still 
hold oHl iil UlOUti liidtiOUili black Works up there? 

Gbeoebs. I have held out until now. 

Rellino. And have you obtained what you went 
about claiming ? 

Gbeoebs. Claiming? (Understanding him.) Oh! I see. 

Hjalmab. Have you been enforcing claims, Gregers? 

Gbeoebs. Oh! nonsense. 

Rellino. Oh! but he did, though; he used to go 
about to all the farmers' cottages presenting something 
that he called 'Hhe claim of the ideal." i 

Gbeoebs. I was young then. 

Rellino. You're right (here ; you were very young. 
And the claim of the ideal — you never managed toA^^ 
get them honored as long as^was up there. / 
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Gbeoebs. Nor since either. 
I Bellino. And so, I dare say jouVe become sensible 
—J enough to reduce your demands a little.* 
I Gbegebs. Never when I am face to face with a true, 
I genuine man. 

E^ALiiAB. No; and that seems sensible enough to 
naej A little butter, Gina. 
, ,^4 Rellino. And a little bit of pork for Molvik. 
MoLviK. Uh ! No pork ! 

There is a knock at the door of the lofL 

Hjalmab. Open the door, Hedyig; father wants to 
come out 

HED^^G opens the door a little way. Old Ekdal cornea in 
with afresh rabbit-skin; he closes the door after him. 

Ekdal. Good-morning, gentlemen ! Have had capi- 
tal sport to-day. Have shot a big one. 

Hjalmar. And youV e skinned it before I came ! 

Ekdal. Have salted it, too. It's good tender meat, 
is rabbit meat; and it's sweet, too ; tastes like sugar. 
Hope you're enjoying yourselves, gentlemen! 

He goes into his room. 

Molvik (yHsing). Excuse me — I can't — I must go 
down at once. 
Relling. Have some soda-water, man I 
MoLviK (hurrying oj^), Uh ! uhl 

He goes out at the entrance door. 

RfiLLiNG {to Hjalmab). Let us drink to the old 
hunter. 
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Hjalmab (touching his glass). Yes to the bold sports- ^ 
man on the brink of the grave ! <' 

Eellino. To the gray-headed (Drinking ) I 

say, is his hair gray or is it white I 

Hjalmab. It's between the two; besides he hasn't 
80 many hairs left on his head. 

RELyNGjSMil; you can get through life with false 
hair. /Yes, at_the_bot tom you're a happy man, Ekdal; 
you have that, great life-mission to toil for 

Hjalmab. And I do toil, believe me. 

Belling. And then you have your active wife, trot- 
ting in and out so nicely, in her felt shoes, and pottering 
about, looking after you and serving you. 

Hjalmab. Yes, Gina {nodding to her), you are an 
excellent helpmate to have on life's path. 

Gina. Oh ! don't sit there y criticising me. 

Relling. And then your Hedvig, Ekdal. 

Hjalmab (vrith emotion). Yes, the child! The child 
beyond all ^e. Hedvig, come here to me. {He strokes 
her hair,) What day is it to-morrow, eh ? 

Hedvig {shaking him). Oh, no, you musn't tell, father. 

Hjalmab. It goes to my heart like a knife when I 
think how small a thing it will be; only a little festive 
arrangement in the loft 

Hedvig. Ah ! but that's so lovely I 

Belling. Only wait till that wonderful invention is 
completed, Hedvig ! 

Hjalmab. Yes, then — then you will see ! — Hedvig, 
I have determined to make your future secure. All 
shall be well with you as long as you live. J^wiU ask / 
something for ^ou — and nothing else. ^[TuU shall be i 
t£e poor inventor's sole reward. ^^ I 
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Hedvig {whispering, uxith her arms about his neck). Oh 1 
you dear, dear father ! 

Relling (to Gregers). Well, now, don't you think it 
very pleasant, just for a change, to sit at a well-spread 
table in the midst of a happy family circle ? 

Hjalmab. Yes, I deeply prize these hours spent at 
table. 

Gbegebs. J, for my part, do not thrive in the air of 
: a swamp. 

Relunq. Air of a swamp ? 

Hjalmab. Oh ! now don't begin with that stuff again! 

GiNA. Goodness knows there's no foul air here, Mr. 
Werle, for I air the place every day. 

Gregebs {rising from the table). The sten ch T mfiftn^ 
no a mj ft.mt of your airing would get rid of . 

Hjalmar. Stench I 

GiNA. Yes, what do you think of that, Ekdal ? 

Relling. Excuse me — I suppose it isn't you your- 
self who brings this stench with you from the» mines 
up there ? 
\ Gregebs. It would be like you to call what I bring 
I into this house a stench. 

Relling {going up to him). Listen, Mr. Werle, junior, 
I strongly suspect you are still going about with *t ^e 
jlaim of the ideal" unabridged in your coat-tail 
pv'^cket. 

(Gbegebs. I carry it in my breast 
Relling. Well, wherever yoii may have it, I'd no* 
advise you to play the dun here as long as I'm about 
Gbegebs. And suppose I do all the same ? 
Relling. Then you fly h6ad-foremost down stairs. 
Now you know. 
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Hjalmab {rising). But really, Belling I 

Gregebs. Yes, just you turn me out 

GiNA {coming hettoeen them). You mustn't do that, 
Belling. But this I will say, Mr. Werle, that after 
making all that horrid mess in there with the stove, 
you shouldn't come here chattering about stenches. 

There is a knock at the door. 

Hedyig. Mother, someone's knocking. 

Hjalmab. That's it ! Now we're to be bothered with 
a lot of people ! 

GiNA. Only leave it to me {She goes and opens 

the door; starts, shudders, and draws back,) Oh I oh, 
dear I 

MB,J[BELE.in a fur coat comes a ^ep forward, 

Werle. I beg your pardon; but I am told my son is 
living here. 

GiNA {in a choking voice). Yes 

Hjalmab {coming nearer). Won't you come in, sir? 
Weble. Thanks; I only wish to speak to my son. 
Gbegebs. Well I Here I am ! 

Weble. I should like to speak to you in your room,. 
Gbegebs. In my room — well 

About to go out. 

GiNA. No, goodness knows, that's not in a fit state 
to 

Weble. Well, outside in the passage, then; I wish to 
speak to you alone. 
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Hjalmab. You can do that here, sir. dome into the 
sitting-room, Belling. 

Hjat.mar and Relluio go in, right; Gina takes HEDVie 
urith her iztto the kitchen, / / . . <' 

JL% ■» ''• W-l^.r b^ '^^-^- »'- '%rO(^*'^ *"'" ' ' ' 

Gbeoebh {after a short pause). Well, we're alone now. 

Werle. Tou let fall a word or two yesterday, and as 
you've come to live at the Ekdals I am compelled to 
think that you've something in your mind against me. 

Gregebs. I have in mind to open Hialmar Ekdal's 
eyes. He shall see his position as itis^^lhatiB. alL 
"tVERLE. Is that the mission in life j[Ou spoke of 
yesterday ? 

Qregers. Yes. You have left nouQ other open to me. 

WsBLE. Is it I who have poisoned your mind, 
Gregers ? 

Gregers. You have poi soned my whole life — I'm not 
thinking about all that with . rnQth^il ^^^ ^^ ^^ jou I 
have to thank for it that I go about h unted, and 
devoured by a guilty conscience. 

Werle. Aha I So it's your conscience that's amiss. 

Greoers. I ought to have stood out against you 
then, at the time when you laid the snares for Lieu- 
tenant Ekdal. I ought to have warned him; for I 
foresaw whither it would lead him. 

Werle. Yes; then, indeed, you ought to have 
spoken. 

Gregers. I didn't dare to; I was so cowed and 
scared. I was so afraid of you — both then and for a 
long time afterwards. 

WsBLE. You've got over that fear now it seems. 
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Gbegebs. Fortunately. The wrong done old Ekdal,/ 
both by me and others can never be made good; butl^^ 
I can free Hjalmar from all this lying and deceit) 
which surround^im and are ruining him. f 

Werlk. Do y ou believe that that would be doing a 
good deed ? 

Gregers. I believe so — firmly. 

Werle. Perhaps you fancy that the photographer 
Ekdal, is the man to thank you for such a friendly 
service ? 

Gbegers. Yes — he ts the man to do so. 

Werle. H*m — we shall see. -%»^ 

Gbegers. And besides if I am to go on living I must / / 
find some healing for my sick conscience. ^ 

Werlb. That will never be sound. Your conscience \ 
has been sick since you were a child. That is a heritage ( 
from your mother, Gregers, the only heritage she left ( 
you. 

Greoers {wUh a scornful half smile). Haven't you yet 
got over your anger at the mistake you made in 
thinking she would bring you a dowry ? 

Werle. Don't let us touch upon irrelevant things — ^ 
So you hold to your purpose of putting Ekdal on what 
you assume to be the right scent. 

Gregers. Yes; I do hold to my purpose. 

Werle. Well, then I might have saved myself the 
walk up here. For doubtless it's no use asking if 
youll come home^gain. 

Gregers. No. 

Werle. And I suppose you will not enter the firm 
either? 

Gbegers. No. 

22 
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Werlb. Gk>od. Bat as I intend getting married 
soon, there will have to be a divisio n of the property.* 

Gregebs (Awrrierf/t/). Noj I do not wish that 

Werle. You do not wish it ? 

Oreqebs. No, I dare not for my conscience sake. 

Werle {after a short pause). Are you going up to the 
Works again? 

Gregers. No, I consider myself as having left j[our^ 
service. 

Werle. But what shall you do then ? 

Gregers. Only fulfill the mission of my life; nojjung 
else. 

Werle. Yes, but afterwards? What will you live 
on? 

Gregers. I have put by a little out of my salary. 

Werle. And how long will that last I 

Gregers. . I think it will last m^ tim e. 

Werle. What do you mean by th at ? 

Gregers. I will answer nothing more now. 

Werle. Good-bye then, Gregers. 

Gregers. Good-bye. 

Mr. Werle goes out. 

Hjalmar {looking in). He's gone, hasn't he ? 

Hjalmar and Relling come in. Gina and Hedvig also 
enter from the kitchen, 

Relling. So the lunch has come to nothing. 
Gregers. Put on your things, Hjalmar; you must 
go for a long walk with me. 

♦In Norway a widower who marries a^ain is by law compelled to 
make provisions for his children by his former marriaso. 
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Hjalmab. Gladly. \Miat did your father want? 
Anything to do with me ? 

Gbegers. Only come along. We must have a little 
talk together. Ill go in and put on my overcoat 

He goes ovi at the entrance door, 

GiNA. Yo u shouldn't go out with him , EkdaL 

Eelung. No, d on't you. Stop where you are. 

Hjalmar {taking his hat and top-coat). What nonsense I \ 
When the friend of my youth feels the desire to open j 
his heart to me in private ! / 

Relling. But deuce take it — don't you see the 
fellow's cracked, m ad^ df>TnPTif.P.d f C 

GmA. Yes, you can surely hear that His mother . 
used to have such fits at times. 

Hjalmar. He has all the greater need for the vigi- 
lant eye of a friend. {To Oina.) Mind dinner's ready 
in good time. Good-bye for the present. {He goes out 
at the entrance-door.) 

Belling. It's a pity that fellow didn't go to hell by 
way of one of the Hojdal mines. 

GiNA. Lord ! — why do you say that ? 

Belling {mutters). Oh, yes ! For I've my suspicions. 

GiNA. Do you think young Werle's really mad ? 

Belung. No, worse luck, he's not more mad than 
most people. But he's diseased all the same. 

Q-iNA. What is it that's tlie matter with him then ? 
/ Belling. Well, I'll tell you Mrs. Ekdal. He's suffer- / 

<ing from an acute attack of vi rtue-f e ver /_ 

U- GiNA. Virtue-fever? / 

Hedvig. Is that a disease then ? 
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(Eellh^g. Certainly; it's a national diaeaae; but it 
only appears sporadically. {Nodding to Oina.) Thanks 
for your hospitality. (He goes out at the entrance-door,) 
GiNA {walking up and down uneasily), Uf, that Gregers 
Werle — he always was a horrid beast. 

HED^^G {standing by the table and looking at her search* 
ingly). It all seems very strange to me. 



ACT IV. 

[Hjalmab Ekdal's studio, A photograph has just been 
taken; a camera, vrith a cloth over it, a pedestal, 
a few chairs, a console, and so forth are placed down 
the stage. It is afternoo n ; the sun is setting ; a little 
later it begins to grow dark , Gina is standing in the 
open entrance-door with a small box and wet plate in 
her hands, and speaks to some one outside.] 

Gina. Yes, quite certain. When I^promise anything I 
JL do it The first dozen shall be ready by Monday, i 
Good day, good day. ' 



Steps are heard going down the stairs, Gina closes the 
door, puts the plate in the box, and puts it into the 
covered camera, 

Hedyig (coming in from the kitchen). Are they gone? 

Gina (clearing away). Yes, thank goodness, I've got 
rid of them at last 

Hedyig. Can you think why father's not come home 
yet? 

Gina. Are you sure he's not down at Eellings ? 

Hbdvig. No, he's not; I ran down the kitchen stairs 
just now and asked. 

Gina. And there's his dinner getting cold for him, 
too. 

Hedyig. Yes, fancy — and father's who's always so 
careful to be home to dinner. 
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GiNA. Oh! hell be here directly you'll see. 
Hedviq. I do wish he'd come; for I think everybody's 
been so strange. 
GiNA (exclaims). There he is! 

Hjalmar Eedal comes %n at the entrance door. 

Hedvig. Father ! Oh, what a time we've been waiting 
for you ! 

GiNA (glancing at him). You've been gone a long time 
Ekdal. 

Hjalmar {without looking at her), I' ve, .been rat her a 
l ong time, yes. (He takes off his overcoat, Gina and 
HED^^o go to help htm. He vxiives them off,) 

Gina. Perhaps you've dined with Werle ? 

Hj4lmar (hanging up his coat). No. 

Gina (going to the kitchen-door). Then 111 bring you in 
something. 

Hjalmar. No, let the dinner be. Ill not eat anything 
now. 

Hedvig (going close to him). Aren't you well, father? 

Hjalmar. Well ? Oh ! yes, so, so. We had a fatiguing 
"walk, Gregers and I. 

Gina. You shouldn't have done that, Ekdal; for you're 
not used to it. 

Hjalmar. H'm; there's many a thing a man must 
accustom himself to in this world. (Walks up and doum 
a little while.) Has anyone been here while I was out? 

Gina. No one but the two sweethearts. 

Hjalmar. No new orders ? 

Gina. No, not to-day. 

Hedvig. Youll see, there are sure to be some to- 
morrow, father. ■, 
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Hjalmab. I hope there may; for to-morrow I mean 
to set about work in real earnest. 

Hedvig. To-morrow ! Oh ! but don't you remember 
what day it is to-morrow ? 

Hjalmab. Ah ! that's true. Well, then, the day after 
to-morrow. Henceforth I mean to do evervthiTi g r - 
myself; I alone will do all the work . 

GiNA. But what's the good of that, Ekdal ? It'll only 
make your life a burden to you. I can see to the photo- 
graphs, and then you can go on with the invention. 

Hedvig. And then the wild duck, father, and all Ijiie 

fowls and rabbits and 

* Hjalmab. Don't speak to me of that rubbish ? Prom I 
to-morrow, I'll never set foot in the loft again. | 

Hedvig. Yes, but father, you promised me that to- 
morrow we'd have a little feast 

Hjalmab. H'm, that's true. Well, then from the day /i 
after to-morrow. That jiamned wild duck, I should f . 
like to wring her neck. 

Hedvig (shrieks). The wild duck ! 
. GiNA. Well I never heard such a thing. 

BjoyyiQ {shaking him). Oh! but father — why it's mi/ 
wildjuck. 

Hjalmab. And therefore I will not do it. I have 
not the heart to do it — not the heart to do it for your^^ 
sake, Hedvig. But I feel so strongly that I ough t not 
to suffer any creature under mjy roof tha^; baa paap eH'^ • 
through those ha nds. 

GiNA. 15ut, good Liord, because grandfather got her 
from that good-for-Dothing Petterson, you 

Hjalmab {walking about). There are certain demands. ^ 
What shall I call them? Let me say ideal de mands — y 
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oertam claims that a man can not set aside without 
wronging bis own souL 

Hedvig {following him). But think, the wild duck — 
the poor wild duck I 

Hjalmab {stopping). Why, you hear I shall spare 
her — for your sake. Not a hair of her head shall be 
hurt; that is as I was saying, I will spare her. For 
there are greater problems than that to solve. Now 
you should go out a little as usual, Hedvig, it's dark 
enough now for you. 

Hedvig. No, I don't care about going out now. 

Hjalmab. Tes, go along, you seem to me to be blink- 
ing BO with your eyes to-day; all the vapors in here 
are not good for you. Thei air beneath t his roof is 
heavy. 

Hedviq. All right, then 111 run down the kitchen 
stairs and go out for a little while. My cloak and 
hat? — Oh I they're in my own room. Father, now you 
mustn't do the wild duck any harm while I'm out 

Hjalmab. Not a feather of its head shall be plucked. 
(Presses her to him,) You and I, Hedvig, — we two ! — 
Well go now. 

Hedvig nods to her parents and goes out through the 
kitchen, 

Hjalmab {walking about vrithout looking up), Oina. 

GiNA. Yes? 

Hjalmab. From to-morrow — or let us say, from the 
day after to-morrow — I should like to kee p the hous e- 
hold accounts myself. ~^ 

GiNA. Do you want to keep the household accounts 
too, now ? 
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fijALMAS. Tes> or to keep the accounts of our takings, 
anyhow. 

GiNA. Lord help us, that's soon done. 

Hjalmab. I hardly believe that, for you seem to make 
the money go a remarkably long way. (Standing still 
and looking at her,) How do you manage it? 

GiNA. It is because Hedyik and I require so little. 

Hjalmab. It is true that father's so liberally paid for | 
the copying he does for Mr. Werle ? 

GiHA. I don't know that it is so liberally. I don't 
know the prices for those sort of things. 

Hjalmab. Well, about how much does father get? 
Tell me I 

GiNA. Well, it varies so. I should say it's about as ^ 
much as he costs us, and just a little pocket money | 
besides. 

Hjalmab. As much as he costs us ! And you never 
told me this before. 

GiNA. No, I could not for you were so happy to think 
that he had everything from you. ^ 

Hjalmab. And so father gets this from Mr. Werle 1 

GiNA. Oh yes! Mr. Werle's got enough and to 
spare, he has. 

Hjalmab. Light the lamp ! 

GiNA {fighting it). And then we don't know that it is 
Mr. Werle himself; it may be Graberg who 

Hjalmab. Why these subterfuges about Graberg? 

GiNA. I don't know, I only thought 

Hjalmab. H'm ! 

GiNA. Well, it wasn't me that got grandfather the 
writing. Why it was Bertha when she went to the 
house. 
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Hjalmar. Tour voice seems to me to be trembling. 
Oris A {putting the shade over the lamp). Does it? 
Hjalmab. And your hands are shaking. Aren't they? 
GiNA {firmly). Speak straight out, EkdaL What is 
it he's gone and oaid about me ? 

I Hjalmab. Is it true — can it be trne that — th at ther e 
was a kind of relation between you and Mr. Werle, 
while you were in service at his house ? 
^ GiNA. That is not true. Not at that time, no. Mr. 
( Werle was after me, certainly. And the wife fancied 
j there was something in it, and then she made such a 
;, hocus-pocus and hurly-burly, and she knocked me 
( about and drove me about so — that she did — and so 
'•■ I left her service. 

Hjalmak. — Afterward then ! 

GiNA. Yes. Then I went home. And mother — she 
wasn't as good as you thought, Ekdal; and she kept 
on at me about one thing and another — for Mr. 
Werle was a widower then. 
Hjalmar. Well, and then ! 

IGiNA. Well, I suppose it's best you should ^know i t 
He didn't let me alone until he'd had his will of me. 

Hjalmar {clasvping his hands). And this is the mother 
of m x chUd ! How could you conceal such a thing 
from rae ! 

GiNA. Yes, that was wrong of me; I ought certainly 
, to have told you long ago. 

Hjalmar. You ought to have told it me at once. 
Then I should have known what sort of a creature 
you were. 

GiNA. But would you have married me all the same ? 
^ Hjalmar. How can you imagine such a thing I 
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GiNA. No; that is why I did not dare tell you any- 
thing then. For I grew to care so very much for you, 
as you know. AnA I couldn't go and make myself 
absolutely wretched 



Hjalmab {walking about). And this is my Hedyig's 
mother. And to know all that I see before my ^ / 

eyes (Kicking a chair,) — All my home — I owe it 

all to a favored predecessor. Ah! that seducer, 
Werle ! 

GiNA. Do you repent the fourteen or fifteen years 
that we have lived together ? 

Hjalmab (standing in front of her). Tell me, have you |\ 
not repented every day, every hour, for the web_iif . J 1 
deceit_that, like a spider, you have spun around me ? 1 1 
Answer me that ! Have you not Feally gone about u 
here remorseful and penitent ? 1 

GiNA. Ah I dear Ekdal, I've bad quite enough to f 
think of with the house and all the daily work U - . 

ELtalmab. So you never cast a searching glance at /T^^^ 
your pajt ? 

GiNA. No; God knows, I had almost forgotten those 
old intrigues. 2J 

Hjalmab. Ah ! This callous, insensible calm ! There 
is something so revolting to me in this ! Think — not 
even remorse. 

GiNA. But tell me, Ekdal, what would have become 
of you if you had not found a wife like me ? 

Hjalmab. Like you 

GiNA. Yes, for I've always been a little more business- 
like and practical than you. Well, of course, that's 
natural, for J'm a few years older. 

Hjalmab. What would have become of me I 
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GiNA. For you had got into all sorts of bad 
habits when you first met me ; you surely can't deny 
thai 

Hjalmab. So you call those bad habits ! Ah ! you 
don't understand a man's feelings, when he is in sorrow 
and despair — especially a man with m;^ fier y tempera- 
meni 
j / GiNA. Well, well, that may be. And I'm not regaling 
about all that either; for you became such a model 
husband as soon as ever you'd a house and home of 
your own. And now we've made it all so comfortable 
/ and cosy here; and Hedvig and I were soon going to 
\ spend a little more both for food and clothes. 
\ Hjalmar. In the swamp of deceit, yes. 
\ GiNA. Oh ! that that abominable fellow should ever 
have set foot in this house I 

I Hjalmar. I too thought home good to be in. That 
, wa s a delusion. When f*^ ti^w al^ ^ll T get the needful. 
ftlftftf.ifii<iY of pind to bring th eJ^^^nt joP "^^o the. 
rjrnrlfi nf rfialitinrii ■ rnrhipn it will die with me, and 
then it will be your past, Gina, that has slain it 
V Gina {almost crying). No, you mustn't say any such 
/ thing, Ekdal. I, who all my days have only tried to 
/ do the best for you ! 
J Hjalmar. I ask — what becomes now of t he bread- 
[winner's dream ? When I lay in there on the sofa 
/ pondering over the invention, I already had the pre- 
/ sentiment that it would devour my whole powers. I 
] felt, too, that the day when I should hold the patent ii^ 
my hands — that day would be my last. And so it was 
my dream that you should be left here the well-to-do 
widow of the departed inventor. 
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OmA {drying her tears). No, you miLst not speak like 
that, Ekdal. God forbid I should live to see the day 
when I was a widow I 

Hjalmab. Ah ! 'tis all one. Now all this is past any- 
how. All! 

Gbeoebs Weblb opens the entrance-door caviiously and 
looks in, 

Gbeoebs. May I come in? 

Hjalmab. Yes, do. 

Gregers (enters with a face beaming with delight and 
holds ovi his hands to them). Now, my dear friends 
{looking at them alternately and whispering to Hjalmab) so 
it is not yet over? 

Hjalmab {aloud). It is oyer. 

Gbegerb. It is ? 

Hjalmab. I have passed through the bitterest moments 
of my life. 

Gbegebs. IRi^t ^hft m ost ennobling, too^ I s hould think 

Hjalmab. Well, at any ra te it 's off our han.4 g- 
^^GiNA. God forgive you, Mr. Werle. 

Gbegebs (with the utmost astonishment). But I don't 
u nderstand this. 

Hjalmab. What don't you understand ? 

Gbegebs. So great a reckoning — a reckoning that is i 
to lay the foundation of a new life — the livinp f together I 
in tr ath and without all deceit i 

Hjalmab. Yes, I know that well enough, I know that 
so well. 

Gbegebs. I felt so sure that as I entered the door, a 1 
light of Iran^guratioTi and joy from the faces of both A 
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r man and ynf e would shine upon me. And now I sea 

I nothing but this dull, dreary, sad 

^ GiNA. Oh, that's it I 

Takes the shade off the lamp. 

GBEOEB& You will not understand me, Mrs. Ekdal, 
well, well, for you I dare say it will take time. But, you 
yourself, Hjalmar ? You must feel a higher consecra- 
tion after this great reckoning ? 

Hjalmab. Yes, of course, I do. That is to say, after 
a fashion. 

Gregers. For surely there is nothing on earth to 
compare with this, to forgive one who has erred, and 
lovingl g^to raise her up to yourself. 



J Hjalmae. Do you think a man can so easily forget a 
draught so bitter as that which I have drained. 

Gregers. An ordinary man, no; that may be. But a 
manlike you ! 

Hjalmar. Yes. Good gracious, I knew that well 
enough. But you musn't drive me, Gregers. It takes 
time, you see. 

Gregers. You have a great deal of the wild duck in 
Wou, Hjalmar. — — - 

Belling has come in at the entrance door. 

I y^BsLLiNG. Hallo! Is the wild duck to the fore 
again? 

Hjalmar. Mr. Werle senior's broken-wingedjictim 
of the chase, yes. 

BEtLiNG. Mr. Werle senior's? Is it he you are 
speaking of ? 
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Hjalmar. Of him and of — us others. 

KELLma {in a low tone to Gregebs). The devil ta ke you I 

Hjalmab. What is that you're saying ? 

Relung. I was wishing heartily that the quack 
would take himself off home. If he stops here 
he's just the man to m uddl e thin^ up for you< 
both. 

Gregebs. Things will not be muddled for these two, 
Mr. Belling. I will not speak of Hjalmar now. Him 
we know. But she, too, at the bottom of her heart' 



must surely have some truth, some sincerity. 

GiNA (tearfully). You might have let me pass for 
what 1 1008 then ? f^ 

Belling {to Gregers). Would it be impertinent to 
inquire, what it is you really want in this house ? 

Gregers. I wish to lay the fo undation of a true 
marriag e. *^ ^J^ 

Belling. So you don't think that the Ekdal's . \ 
marriage is good enough as it is? "^ ^ 

Gregers. It is certainly quite as good a marriage asL 
most others, unfortunately. But it has not yet become J 
a (mg m arriage. ^ 

fijALMAR. You have never had any sense for the] 
claims of the ideal . Belling. j 

Belling. Stuff and nonsense, my good fellow! With 
your permission, Mr. Werle — how many — approxi- 
mately — how many true marriages have you seen in 
your life ? 

Gregers. I hardly think I've seen a single one. 

Belling. Nor have I. 

Gregers. But I have seen such numberless marriages 
of the opposite kind. And I have had occasions to see^ 
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\ from personal obBerraiioii, how such marriages can 
^ demoralize two human beings. 

Hjalmab. The whole moral foundation of a man may 
giTe way beneath his feet; thai is the terrible part of it 

Rellino. Well, IVe never exactly been married, so 
I*m no judge of such thinga But this I do know, the 
child is part of the marriage too. And you must le av^ 
the child at p^a^e^ 

H.TALMAR. Ah ! Hedvig ! My poor Hedvig ! 

Rellino. Yes, you must be so good as to keep 
Hedvig out of all this. You two are grown-up people; 
you can, in God*s name muddle and meddle with your 
lives, if you feel inclined. But you must be careful 
with Hedvig, I tell you, else you may do her a mischief. 

Hjalmab. A mischief! ' 

Relunq. Yes — or she may do hergelLa mischief ! — 
and perhaps others, too. 

GiNA. But how can you know that, Rolling? 

Hjalmab. There is no immediate danger to her 
eyes. 

Rellino. This has nothing to do with her eyes. But 
Hedvig is at an awkward age. She might get into all 
sorts of mischief. 

GiNA. Yes, just fancy — she does that already ! She's 
begun carrying on with the fire out in the kitchen. 
>She_calls it playing at house on fire. I'm often 
frightened shell set fire to the house. 

Rellino. There you see, I knew it well enough. 

Gbeoebs {to Rellino). But how do you account for 
this? 

Rellino (sulkily). She is passing through a consti- 
tutional change, man. 
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Hjalmab. As long as tlie cliild lias me ! — So long as 
my head is above ground 

There is a knock at the door. 

GiNA. Hush, Ekdal! There is some one in the 
passage. (CdUsovJt.) Come in! 

Mbs. Sorbt, in walking costume^ comes in, 

Mbs. Sobbt. Good evening ! 

GiNA {going up to her). What, is it you, Bertha ! 

Mbs. Sobbt. Yes, indeed it is. I hope I'm not in the way. 

Hjalmab. Not in the least; an emissary from thai, 
house 

Mbs. Sobbt. Frankly, I didn't expect to find your 
men-folk at home about this time; and so I ran up for 
a little chat with you, and to bid you good-by. 

GiNA. Really? Are you going away ? 

Mbs. Sobbt. Yes, early to-morrow; up to Hojdal. 
Mr. Werle left this afternoon. {Lightly to Gbegebs.) 
H ejent his greetings to y ou. 

GiNA. Well, I never ! — - 

Hjalmab. So Mr. Werle has gone away ? And now 
you are going after him I 

Mbs. Sobbt. Yes, what do you think of that, Ekdal? 

Hjalmab. I say, be on your ^uard. 

Gbegebs. I can explain it to you. My father is 
going to marry Mrs. Sorby. 

Hjalmab. Marry her ! 

GmA. Really, Bertha, at last then ! 

Relling {Jm vo ice trembles slight ly). Surely this i sn't 
true? 

Mbs. Sobbt. Yes, dear Relling, it is true enough. 
23 
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RELLreo. Are jou going to marry again now ? 

Mrs. Sobbt. Yes, it looks like it. Werle has got a 
special licenee and so we're going to keep our wedding 
quite quietly up at the Works. 
\ Greoebs. I suppose as a good step-son I must wish 
1 you happiness. 

Mrs. Sobby. Thank you — if you really ry fian if^ 
And I ho{^ it will be for both Werle's and my own 
happiness. 

Relling. You may certainly hope thai Mr. Werle 

never gets drunk so far as I know; and he's 

certainly not in the habit of beating his wives either, 
like the late lamented horse-doctor used to do. 

Mrs. Sorby. Ah ! let Sorby be in peace where he 
lies. He also had his good sides; he, too 

Relunq. But Mr. Werle has better sides, I dare swear. 

Mrs. Sorby. At any rate he hasn't wasted what was 
best in him. The man who does that must take the 
consequences. 

Relling. I shall go out this eveiiiu<^ with Molvik. 

Mrs. Sorby. You shouldn't do that, Relling. Don't 
do it — for my sake. 

Relling. There's nothing else for it (To Hjalmab.) 
If you want to make one of us, come along. 

GiNA. No, thanks. Ekdal doesn't go in for that sort 
of divulsions. 

Hjalmab {vexed, in a hw voice). Ah ! be quiet. 

Relling. Good-by, Mrs. Werle. 

He goes out through the entrance-door. 

Geegebs {to Mbs. Sobby). It seems you and Dr. Relling 
knew one another pretty intimately. 
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Mrs. Sobby. Yes, we've known one another for many ] 
a year. Once, indeed, it might have come to some- / 
thing between ns, too. / 

Gbegebs. It was a good thing for you it didn't. 

Mbs. Sobby. You may well say that. But j;_ 
have always taken care not to act upon impulse. 
And a woman can't throw h®?seif quife away, 
•either. , 

Obeqebs. Are you not in the least afraid that I might 
give my father a hint as to this old acquaintance ? 

Mrs. Sobby. Surely you understand that I hava told 
him jpayfi^ 

Gbegebs. Indeed? 

Mbs. Sobby. Your father knows down to the veryl 
least ^stail all that people might fairly say against mej 
I have told him all this; it was the first thing I did 
when he let me see his intentions. 

Gbegebs. You are more than commonly frank, I 
think. " 

Mbs. Sobby. I have always been frank. That's the 
best way for us women. 

Hjalmab. What do you say to that, Gina ? 

GiNA. Ah ! we women are so different, we are. Some^x 
take one way and some another. 

Mbs. Sobby. Yes, Gma, but I believe it is wisest to 
arrange matters as I have done. And Werle, too, has! 
concealed nothing ot what concerns himself from me.| 
Indeed, it was that which chiefly brought us together. 
Now he can sit and talk to me as frankly as a child* 
He has never been able to do that all his life. He, the 
strong man, full of life, heard nothing all through his 
youth and all through the best years of his life but 
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permons. And many a time the sermons were about 
merely imaginary offenses — as IVe heard say. 

GiNA. Yes, what they say's true enough. 

Oreoebs. If you hidies are going to discuss that sub- 
ject I had better go. 

Mbs. Sobbt. You needp't go on that account. I shall 
not^sav another word. 1 1 only wanted you to know 
that I had done nothing deceitful or in any way under- 
hand. It may be, perhaps, a great piece of good for- 
tune for me — and so indeed it is in some respects. 
But still I think I receive no more than I give. 
Assuredly I shall never fail him. And I shall serve 
him and tend him as no one else could, now that he is 
becomiug helpless. 

Hjalmab. Helpless? 

Gregebs (to Mbs. Sobby). Don't speak of that here. 

Mbs. Sobbt. It's no use hiding it any longer, much as 
he would like to. He' s goin^ bljjid^- 

Hjalmab {stnTi^^^C\f\\r\^ ^^d,'^ That's strange. 
He is go ing bli nd, too ? 

GiNA. So many people do. 

Mbs. Sobbt. And you ^n* imagine what that means 
to a business man. Well, I shall try to use my 
eyes for him as well as I can. But I mustn't 

(stay any longer, I'm so busy just now — oh! I was 
to tell you Ekdal, that if there was anything 
j Werle could do for you, you have only to apply to 
\ Graberg. 

Gbegebs. I'm. jure Hjalma r Ekdal will decline that 
.fiffer. 

Mbs. Sobbt. Indeed? I don't think he used to 
be so 
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QiHA. Yes. Bertha. Ekdal wants nothing more from 
MrJEgrjeT '~' """"^ 

Hjalmab (slowly and emphaticaUy). Will you present 
my compliments to your future husband, and tell him 
that I intgjid very shortly to cal l upon the book-keeper, 
Graberg — ^ ^ i 

Gbegers. What! Youll do that. / 

Hjalmab. to call upon the book-keeper, Graberg/ 

I say, and ask Jorda n account of the mo ney I owe his 
principal I shall pay back this debt ofKonor — ha. 
ha, ha ! let us call it a debt of honor ! But enough of 
this. I shall repav4he whole with five per cent interest. 

GiNA. But, dear Ekdal, goodness knows we've not 
the money to do it. ^.^ 

Hjalmar Will you tell your betrothed that I am] / 
working indefatigably at my invention. Will you tell I j ^ 
him that what sustained my strength for this exhaust-! (a^ 
ing labor, is the desire to be rid of the torture of this* ^ ■ p; 
load of debt. That's why I go on with th e inv ention . . ^ 
I bhall devote the whole of the profits to the repay- ^ ) , 
ment of the pecuniary advances made me by yourji 7; 
future consort. '^ 

Mrs. Sorby. Pnmftfliippr hag happened in this house * 

Hjalmab. Yes, there has. 

Mrs. Sobby. Well, good-bye then. There are lots of 
things I want to talk to you about, Gina, but they must 
wait till another time. Good-bye. 

Hjalmab and Gbegers how silently; Gina foUows 
Mbs. Sobby to the door, 

Hjalmab. Not beyond the threshold, Gina! 
(Mbs. Sobby goes out, Gina closes the door after her ) 
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Gregera! Now I am free of this dead weighty 
^i ndebtedness. 
^* Obegeb& hXjm^ rate you soon will be . 

Hjalxab. I think my attitude may be called correct 
Gregebs. Tou are the man I have always taken you 
for. 

Hjalmab. In certain cases it is impossible to set aside 

the claims of the ideaL kA the bread-winner of a 

'' family, I must writhe and agonize beneath this. For | 

believe me, it's no joke for a man of small means to | 

pay off a debt that has been accumulating for years, I 

J over which, bo to say, the dust of oblivion lies. But be i 

<^his as it may, the Man in me too demands his rights. ^ 

Gregers (putting his hands on his shoulders). Dear \ 

Hjalmar — was it not well that I came ? 

Hjalmar. Yes. 

Gregers. That you were shown clearly your true 
position — was it not well? 

Hjalmar ( someiohat impatiently) . Tes, of course it was 
welL But there is one thing against which my senso 
of justice revolts. 

Gregers. And what is that ? 

Hjalmar. It is this, that — but I really don't know if 
I may express myself so freely about your father. 
Gregers. Pray do not mind me in the least ! 
fl^ Hjalmar. Very well. Tou see, it seems to me so 
^l revolting to think that now it is not I, but he who will 
^ ^^ realize the true marriage. ^ -/^cWSZ"" 

Gregers. How can you say such a thing I 
f Hjalmar. But it is so. For your father and Mrs. 
\ Sorby are entering upon a marriage-contract founded 
\ upon complete confidence, founded upon perfect and 
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absolute frankness on both sides; there are no conceal- K 
ments between them; there's nothing kept in the V 
background in their relation; the two sinners, if I may y 
so express myself, proclaim mutual forgiveness. / 

Gregebs. Well, and what then ? 

Hjalmar. But thafc*s the whole point of the thing. 
Why it was all these difficulties, as you yourself said^ 
that were needed to found a true marriage. 

Gbegebs. But this is quite another matter, Hjalmar. 
Surely you. would not conjure either yourself or her 
with those two. Oh ! you understand me. 

Hjalmar. But I can't get away from the fact, that in 
all this there is something that wounds and offends L ^ 
my sense of rectitude. Why, it looks exactly as if 
there were no righteous providence in the direction/' 
of the world. 

GiNA. Oh ! Ekdal, God knows you musn't say such 
things. 

Greqers. H'm, don't let us enter upon that ques- 
tion. 

Hjalmar. But, on the other hand, I seem to behold -- 
the guiding finger of Fate . He is going blind. 

GiNA. Oh ! perhaps that's not so very certain. 

Hjalmar. It is indubitable. We, at any rate, ought! 
not to question that, for it is just in this fact thatV 
there lies the righteous retribution. He has in his {/ 
time blinded a trusting fellow-creature. Ij 

Gregers. Unfortunately he has blinded many. «-v 

Hjalmar. And now Fate, the inexorable, the J 
mysterious, demands his own eyes. ^ 

GiNA. How can you dare to say such awful things I 
I'm quite frightened. 
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Hjalmar. It is good at times to ponder upon the 
Beamy side of existence. 

Hedvio, wUh hat and cloak, delighted and oiU of breath, 
comes in at the entrance door, 

QiNA. Are you back again already ? 

Hedvig. Yes, I didn't want to stop any longer. And 
it*s a good thing I didn't, for I met somebody at the 
door. 

Hjalmar. I suppose it was that Mrs. Sorby. 

Hedvio. Yes. 

Hjalmar {walking up and down), I hope you've seen 
her for the last time. 

A pause. Hedvig looks shyly from one to the other as if 
to see what it all means. 

Hedvig {going up to him coaxingly). Father ! 

Hjalmar. Well — what is it, Hedvig? 

Hedvig. Mrs. Sorby had brought me something. 

Hjalmar {stopping still). For you ? 

Hedvig. Yes. It's something for to-morrow. 

GiNA. Bertha has always brought some little thing 
for you on that day. 

Hjalmar. What is it ? 

Hedvig. You mustn't know now; for mother's to give 
it rae in bed to-morrow morning. 

Hjalmar. Ah ! All this companionship from which 
I am shut out ! 

Hedvig {quickly). No, you can see if you like it K» 
a big letter. ( Taking the letter from her cloak pocket,) 

Hjalmar. A letter, too ? 
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Hedvig, Yes, it's only a letter. I suppose the other's 
coming later. But fancy — a letter! I've never had a 
letter before. And there's "Miss" on the outside. 
{Reads.) "Miss Hedvig Ekdal." Fancy — that's 
me. 

Hjalmab. Let me see that letter. 

Hedvig {holding it out to him). There, you can see. 

Hjalmab. It is Mr. Werle's hand. 

GiNA. Are you sure of that, Ekdal ? 

Hjalmab. See for yourself. 

GiNA. Oh! Do you think T understand anything 
about it ? 

Hjalmab. Hedvig, may I open the letter — and read 
it? 

Hedvig. Yes^ of course you may, if you like. 

GiNA. No, not to-night, Ekdal; why it's for 
to-morrow. 

Hedvig {in a low tone). Oh ! do let him read it I It's 
sure to be something nice, and then father'U be glad 
and he'll be in good spirits again. 

Hjalmab. Then I may open it. 

Hedvig. Yes, please do, father. It'll be such fun to 
know what it is. 

Hjalmab. Good. {Ee opens the letter, takes out a 
paper, reads it through and seems confused.) What is 
this! 

GiNA. What's in it, then ? 

Hedvig. Oh, yes, father — tell us ! 

Hjalmab. Be silent. {Reads it through again; he 
turns pale but masters himself.) It's a deed of gift, 
Hedvig. 

Hedvig. Fancy I What is it I'm to have? 
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Hjalicab. Bead it yourself. (Hedyig goes to the lamp 
and reads a moment,) 

Hjalmar {in a low voice, clenching his hands). The 
eyes ! the eyes ! — and now this letter ! 
^^ Hedvig {leaves off reading). Yes, but I think this is 
meant for grandfather. 

Hjajmar {taking the letter from her). You Oina — can 
you understand this ? 

GiNA. "Why, I don't know anything on earth about 
it — just tell us. 

Hjalmab. Mr. Werle writes to Hedvig that her old 
grandfather need no longer trouble himself with copy- 
ing, but that for the future he's -to draw a hundred 
crowns a month at the office. 

Gbegeks. Aha! 

Hedvio. a hundred crowns, mother ! I read thai 

GiNA. That'll come in very well for grandfather. 

Hjalmar. A hundred crowns as long as he may 

need it — that means, of course, until he has closed 
his eyes in death. 

GiNA. Well, then he's provided for, poor old 
fellow. 
I Hjalmar. But there's more follows. You didn't read 
I this, Hedvig. Afterwards it's to revert to you. 

Hedvig. To me ! All of it ? 

Hjalmar. He writes that the same sum is assured to 
you for your whole life. Do you hear that, Gina ? 

GiNA. Yes, I hear well enough. 

Hedvig. Fancy — I'm to have all that money I 
{Shaking him ) Father, father, aren't you glad 

Hjalmar (eva sively). Glad ! ( Walking about the room.) 
Ah I what an out-look ! -^ _^k%t- QL-^rspectiye_u nrolls^ 
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i^pplf V>ftfnrA |nft ! It js Hedvjg, it JB she whom he 
endows so richly ! 

GiNA. Why, it's Hedvig's birthday 



Hedvig. And itll be yours all the same, father ! You 
know that I shall give all the money to you and 
mother. 

Hjalmab. To mother; yes. That's it. 

Gregers. Hjalmar, this is a snare he is laying for you, 

Hjalmab. Po you think this is another snare ? 

Gregebs. When he was here this morning he said, 
^^ Hjalmar, Ekdal is not the man you take him for." 

Hjalmar. Not the man ! 

Gregers. "You will see that," he said. 

Hjalmar. You were to see that I would allow myself i 
to be bought with money | 

Hedvig. But, mother, what's the matter ? 

GiNA. Go and take off your things. 

Hedvig goes out almost crying, at the kitchen door, 

Gregers. Yes, Hjalmar — now we shall see who is 
right — he or L_ 

Hjalmar {slowly te ars the pave r across, and lays both j 
pieces on the table). Here is my answer. \ 

Gregers. I expec tedj^t 

Hjalmar {going up to Gina who stands by the oven, and 
speaking in a low tone). And now no more deceit. K the 
connection between you and him was quite ai an end, 
when you — came to care for me, as you call it — why 
did he make it possible for us to marry ? 

Gina. I suppose he thought he'd be free of the house. 

Hjalmar. Only that ? Wasn't he afraid of a certain jl 
result? 1^ 
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GniA. I don't understand what you mean 
I Hjalmab. I want to know if — your child has the 
I Aight to live under my roof. 

GiNA {drawing herf^elf up, her eyes flashing). And you 
ask that ? 
Hjalmab. You must answer me this one question: 

Is Hedvig my child, or ? Well ! 

GiNA Hooks at him vnth cold defiances. I don't kyinw. ^ 
Hjalmab {shudders slightly). You don't know ! 

/GiNA. How should /know ? Such a woman as I? 
Hjalmab {quietly turning from her). Then I have 
nothing more to do in this house. 
Gbegebs. 3Phink what you're doing, Hialmar. 
Hjalmab {taking up his overcoat). There's nothing for 
^a man like me to think about here, f'^^ 
1 Gbegebs. Yes, here there is so much to be thought 
4 over. You three must remain together, if you are to 
I reach the great height of self-sacrificing forgiveness. 
^ Hjalmab. I will not Never, never! My hat! 
{Takes his hat,) My home has fallen into ruins about 
me {bursting into tears), Gregers, I have no child ! 

Hedvig {who has opened the kitchen door). What do 
you say ? {Going up to him.) Father, father I 
GiNA. There now ! 

Hjalmab. Do not come near me, Hedvig. Stand 
away. I can not bear to see you. ^Ah ! the eyes! 
Good-bye. 

Goes touxirds the door. 

Hedvig {holding him fast and crying out). No, no! 
No, no ! Don't go away from me ! 

GiNA {calls out). Look at the child, Ekdal ! Look at 
the child 1 
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Hjalmab. I wi]Q3gt. I can not. I must awaj; away 
from all this. 

Be tears himself aioay from Hedyig and goes out at the 
entrance-door. 

Hedyig {with despairing look). He is going from us 
mother I He is going from us ! He will never come 
back again ! 

GiNA. If only you'll not cry, Hedvig, fatherll come 
again 1 

Bta>vio {throws hersdf sobbing upon the sofa). No, no, 
he'll never come home to us any more. 

Gbeoers^ You believe that I meant it all for the best, 
Mrs. Ekdal? 

GiNA. YeSj I do almost. h\i\ God forgive you, all the 
ta me. 

HSvig {lying on the sofa). Oh ! I feel as if it would 
kill me ! What have I done to him ? Mother, you must 
bring him home again ! 

GiNA. Yes, yes, yes; only be quiet, and I'll go 
out and look for him. {Puts on her out-door things.) 
Perhaps he's gone to Eelling's. But you musn't lie 
there and howl. Will you promise me that? 

Hedvig {crying convulsively). Yes, I'll stop, if only 
father will come home again. 

Gbegebs {to GiNA who is going out). Wouldn't it be i 
better after all that you let him first fight out to the J 
end his bitter fight? 

GiNA. Oh! he can do that afterwards. First and| 
foremost we must quiet the child. 

Sh£ goes out at the entrance-door. 



i 
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Hedvio {siUing up and drying her eyes). Now you must 
tell me what it's all about Why won't father have any- 
thing more to do with me ? 

Gb£oeb& Tou mustn't ask about that till you're a big 
girl and grown up. 

Hkdvig {sobbing). But I can't go on being so terribly 
miserable till I'm big and grown up — I know what it 
is — perhaps Fm not father's jeaJLfihiLL, 

Gbegebs {uneasHy). How could that be ? 

Hedvio. Why, mother may have found me. And 
now, perhaps, father has got to know it; for I've read 
about such things. 

Gregers. Well, but if it were so 

Hedvio. Tes, I think he might love me just as much 
[for all thai And even more. Whv the wild duck. 
Itoo, was sent us for a present, and y et I c are so much 
f or her . !> o 

X. Greqebs {trying to change the subject). Yes, the wild . 
duck, that's true ! Let's talk a little about the ^ 
wild duck, Hedvig. v/ o - A ^ d / r T^ i ^./t ^ 

Hedvio. The poor wild duck. He san't bear to see 
her either . Only think, he wanted to wring her neck ! 

Gbegers. Oh I he'll not do that I'm sure. 

Hedvig. No, but he said so. And I think it was so 
horrid of father, because I say my prayers for the wild 
duck every night and beg she may be preserved from 
death, and all that is evil. 

Gregeks {looking at her). Do you always say your 
prayers at night ? 

Hedvig. Oh, yes. 

Gregers. Who taught you to do that ? 

Hedvig. I myself; it was once when father was so ill. 
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and had leeches on his throat, and then he said he was 
wrestling with death. 

GBEGEBa Well? 

Hedvig. So I prayed for him after I had gone to bed. 
And ever since I've gone on with it. 

Gbeqebs. And now you pray for the wild duck, too ? 

Hedvig. I thought it wo uld be best to put the^wild / 



duckinjtoo, for she was so sickly at first 

Gbeoees. Do you pray in the morning, too ? 

Hedvig. No, I don't do thai 

Gbeobbs. Why not in the morning as well ? 

HEDVia. Oh! it's light in the morning, and there's 
nothing to be afraid of. 

Gregers. And the wild duck that you're so very fond 
of — your father wanted to wring its neck? 

Hedvig. No, he said it would be best for him if he 
did, ^t that he would spare her for my sake ; and that 
was very good of father. 

Gbegebs (comiriQ a little closer). But if you were to sa c 
fice the wild duck of your own free- will fo r his sake ? ^ 

Hedvig (rising). The wild duck ! 

Gregees. If you now fre el y sacrific ed f or hi m,j 
best thing you know and possess on earth ? 

Hedvig. Do you think that would help ? 

Gbegebs. Try it, Hedvig. 

Hedvig {in a low voice and brightening eyes). Yes, I 
will try. . 

Gbegebs. And do you think you've enough strength j 
of mind? { 



Hedvig. I will ask grandfather to shoot her for me. 
liyGBEGEBS. Yes, do so. But not a word of all this tO/ 
your mother I 
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Hedyio. Why not? 

Obeoebs. She does not understand ns. 

Hedyio. The wild duck? Fll try it early to-morrow. 

GiNA comes inaiihe entrance door. 

Hedyio {going up to her). Did you meet him, mother? 

GiNA. No, but I heard that he'd gone into Belling's 
and taken him along with him. 

Gbeoebs. Are you sure of that? 

GiNA. Yes, the porter's wife told me. MolYik went 
with them too, she said. 

Gbegebs. And this at a time when he needs so sorely 
to wrestle in solitude ! 

GiNA {taking off her things). Yes, men folk are so dif- 
ferent. HeaYen knows where Railing has dragged, 
him to. I ran OYer to Mrs. Ericksen's; but they 
weren't there. 

Hedvig {struggling wUh her tears). Oh ! if he should 
never come home any more ! 

GBEGEBa He vMl come home again. I will bear him 
a message to-morrow, and you will see how he'll come. 
Sleep peacefully on that, Hedvig. Good night. 

He goes out at the entrance door. 

Hedvio {throwing herself sobbing on Gina'b neck), . 
Mother, mother ! 
r GiNA {patting her on the hack and sighing). Ah, yes! 
A Relling was right. That is what comes of crazy 
1 people going about and presenting intncate^c laims. 



ACT V. 

[Hjalmar Ekdal's studio. Cold^jq rj^ morning lig ht. 
Wet snow on the great panes of the sky-light Gina, 
in an apron and bib, vnth a broom and duster in her 
hand comes from the kitchen and goes towards the 
door of the sitting-room. At the same time Hedviq 
comes in hurriedly at the entrance-door.] 

Gina {stopping). Well ? 

Hedyig. Oh, mother, I almost believe he's down at 
Relling's 

Gina. There, jou see I 

Hedvio. For the porter's wife said she could hear 
that Belling had two people with him when he came 
home in the night. 

Gina. That's just what I thought. 

Hkdyig. But that's no good if he won't come up to us. 

Gina. At any rate I'll go down and speak to him. 

Old Ekdal in dressing-gown and slippers, and with a 
lighted pipe comes in by the door of his room. 

Ekdal. I say, Hjalmar Isn't Hjalmar at home ? 

Gina. No, he's gone out. 

Ekdal. So early ? And in such a heavy snow-storm ? 
Well, well, give me a hand, please, I can go the morn- 
ing rounds alone. 

He pushes aside the door of the hft, Hedvio helps him; he 
goes in, she closes the door after him. 
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Hedvig \%n a low voice). Oh, think, mother, when poor 
grandfather hears that father is going away from us. 

GiNA. Oh, nonsense! Grandfather musWt ^ear any - 
thing about it It's a mercy he wasn't at home yester- 
day during all that hullaballoo. 

Hedvig. Yes, but 

Gregebs comes in at the entrance door, 

Gbegers. Well ? Have you found any trace of him? 

GI^'A. They say he's down at Relling's, 

Gbegers. A.t Eelling*s ! Has he really been out with 
those creatures ? 

GiNA. He has like enough. 

Gregebs. Yes, but he — so in need of solitude and of 
thorough self-examination. 

GiNA. Yes, you may well say thai 

Relling comes in from the passage, 

Hedvig {going up to him). Is father with you? 

GiNA {aJt the same time). Is he there? 
/ Relling. Yes, of course he is. 

Hedvig. And you never told us 1 

Relling. Yes, I'm a brute — but I had to get the 
other brute quiet first — the daemonic one, of course — 
and then I fell so sound asleep that 

GiNA. What does Ekdal say to-day ? 

Relling. He doesn't say anything whatever. 

Hedvig. Doesn't he say anything? 

Relling. Not a blessed word. 

Gbegers. No, no; 1 can well understand that. 

GiNA. But what's he doing then ? 
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Belling. He's lying on the sofa, snoring. >w 

GiNA. Eeallj ? Yes, Bkdal's a great one to snore. 

Hedvig. Is he asleep ?' Can he sleep ? 

Belling. Well, it looks like it 

GBEGEBa Very natural after the spiritual stijfethai 
has torn him 

GiNA. And especially as he's not accustomed to 
knocking about at night. 

Hedvig. Perhaps it's as well, mother, that father is 
able to sleep. 

GiNA. I think so, too. But now it's not worth while 
for us to go and wake him too soon. Thank you, 
anyhow. Belling. I must first tidy up the rooms and 
then Come and help me, Hedvig. 

GiNA and Hedvig go into the sitting-room. 

y Qkeqebb {turning to Belling). Can you explain to me^ 
the spiritual turmoil now going on in Hjalmar Ekdal ? 

Belling. Upon my soul I've not noticed any spiritual 
turmpil going on in him. "" 

^/Gbegebs. What ! At such a j ancture, when a new 
foundation is being laid for his whole life. Now, can 
you imagine that a man of Hjalmar's individuality 

.B^jjjNe; Dh ! Individuality — he ! If he ever had 
any tendencies to the abnormal developments that you 
call individuality, they were extirpated, root and 
branch, while he was yet a boy; I can assure you of 
thai 

Gregebs. That would be strange after the loving 
care with which he was brought up. 

Belling. You mean by those two affected, hysterical ^ 
maiden aunts ? .^^ — 
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Greoebs. I may tell jou ihejr were women who never 
l oBt sight of the cla ims of the ideal — ah! you'll gibe 
at me again, I suppoee? ^ "" 

Rellino. No, I'm in no humor for that. Morever, I 
know it all, for he has poured forth any amount of 
rhetoric about his "two spiritual-mothers." But I 

I don't think he has much to thank them for. It is 
Ekdal's misfortune that in his circle he has always 
been taken for a shining light 

Gbeoebs. And isn't he one ? In depth of eouI I mean. 
1 I Rellino. I've never noticed anything of the sort 
I rThat his father should have believed this— well and good; 

Ijfor the old lieutenant has been a blockhead nil his life. 
{ Greoerb. All his life he has been a man with a child- 
like mind — that is what you can not understand. 

Rellino. Tut, tut ! But as soon as the dear, sweet 
Hjalmar went to college, his fellow students instantly 
took him for the coming man. He was good looking, 
the rascal — red and white — just the sort of thing to 
delight a school girl — and as he had that mobile 
temperament and that sympathetic voice, and was so^ 

clever at dfifilflimin gr {\^^ vftygfta ftn^ f deas of others 

Gregers {indignantly). Is it of Hjalmar Ekdal you 
are speaking like this? 

(Relling. Yes, with your permission; that's how the 
idol before which you lie prostrate, looks from within. 
Gregers. Tet I don't think I am altogether blind either. 
Relung. Oh ! you're not so very far f rom i t For 
you are a sick man too, you see. 
/ Gregers. There you are right. 
.' / Relling. Exactly. You are suffering from a compli- 
I cated complaint. First, there's that troublesome 
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virtue-fever; and what's worse, you're always working / 
yourself up into a delirium of hero-worship. You I 
must always have something to admire outside yourself, 'y 

Gregebs. Yes, indeed, I muRt seek it outside myselff^^ ^ 

Kellinq. But you make such woeful blunders about ^ 
the mighty paragons you think you see and hear about 
you. Here you've been visiting a farmer's cottage 
again with your claims of the ideal; but the people in 
this house aren't solvent. 

Gbeoees. If you haven't a better opinion of Hjalmar 
Ekdal than that, what pleasure can you find in being 
so constantly in his company ? 

Belling. Good heavens, I'm ashamed to say Tm sup- 
posed to be a sort of a kind of doctor, and so I must look 
after the po or diseased folk living in the same house. 

Grbgers. Indeed! Is Hjalmar Ekdal diseased, too ? i 

Relling. Most people are, unfortunately. 

Gregebs. And what remedy are you applying to 
Hjalmar? --.. 

^RmjASQ. My usual one. I take care to keep up his 



Gregebs. The life — lie ? Did I hear correctly ? 

Eellino. Yes, I said life-lie. For the life-lie is 
the stimula ting princi ple, you see. 

Gregebs. May I ask with what sort of a life-lie 
Hjalmar is infected ? 

Rbllings. No, thanks, I don't betray such secrets to 
quack s. You'd be quite capable of muddling him up 
even more for me. But the method i s infallible,. L I've 
applied it to Molvik, too. I've made him " daeinonic.'^'* 
That's the phantasy I've had to put into his head. | 

Gbbgebs. Then he's not daemonic ? 
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Relldig. What the devil does it mean to be dseoioiiic ? 
That's only the gammon I invented to ke ep him goin g. 

Ilf rd not done that the j^oor, inoffensiye fellow would 
have Buccnmbed ^23fcllc^^'0i^/^^ jegfifdr many a 
long year ago. i AsMhoinm oMUeutenant ! Bat he 
really hit upon mroWn cure. 
\ OfiEOEBa Lieutenant Ekdal ? What of him ? 

Relliso. Yes, think of it^ he, the bear-hunter, goes 
into that gloomy loft and hunts rabbits I There's not 
a sportsman on earth happier than that old man, when 
he's bustling about in there with all that rubbish. The 
four or five withered Christmas trees that he stored up 
there are to him the same as the whole of the great, 
fresh Hojdal forest; the cock and the hens are to him 
game perched on the top of fir trees, and the rabbits 
hopping about the floor of the loft, they are the bears 
he grapples with, he, the hardy old hunter. 

Greoers. Unfortunate old Lieutenant Ekdal, yes. 
He certainly has had to modify the ideals of his youth. 
Relung. But, by the wav. Mr .^ftrlp^ jnnin^ — d on't use 
that f oreif yn word " ideals. " We've as pood a word, "lies.' * < 
Gregebs. D o you th ink the two things are akJjjLfjf^^Ti \ 
Belling. Yes, mucli as t yphus and pu tgescent fever are. 
Gregers. Doctor Belling, 1 shall not rest conteni 
. until I have rescued Hjalmer from your clutches! 
• Belling. That would b e worst for him. If you take 
j'away the aver age man 's Jife- lie you take away his 
{h appiness at the same time . {To Hedvig, who comes in 
' from the sUHng-room.) Well, little mother of the wild- 
duck, rm goi ng down no w to see if our fathar'a still 
lying t here pond ering on th at wonder ful invention. 

He goes out at the entrance door. ^ '' p* 
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Grbgers {approaching Hedvig). I can see from your 
face that it's not yet done. 

Hedvig. What? Oh! that about the wild duck. No. 

Gregebs. I suppose your strength of mind failed 
you when it came to the point. 

BEedvig. No, it's not that exactly. But when I woke 
up early this morning and thought over what we'd 
talked about, it seemed to me that it was sos trangp . 

Gregebs. Strange? 

Hedvig. Yes, I don't know Yesterday evening, * 

directly after, I thought there was something so 
beautiful about it; but after I'd been to sleep and 
thought it over again, there seemed to be_nothing 
injt 

Gregers. Ah no! I suppose you couldn't have 
grown up here without some falling off. i 

Hedvig. That doesn't matter, if only father would 
come up, I 

Gregers. Ah ! If only your ej^ es had been really 
og^ed to that which makes life of value — if you had 
the real, joyous, brave spirit of sacrifice you would 

soon see that he would come up to you But I 

still have faith in you, Hedvig. 

He goes out at the entrance door. Hedvig walks about the 
room ; she is going into the kitchen when there is a 
knock at the door of the loft, Hedvig goes and opens 
it a little, Old Ekdal comes out, she pushes the door 
to again, 

E^l^n. H'm. There's not much fun in going the 
moriung rounds alone. 
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Hedvio. Didn't you want to go hunting, grand- 
father ? 

Ekdai. Not the weather to-day for hunting. So dgk 
there; you can hardly see your hand before your face. 

Bta>viG. Haven't you ever felt inclined to shoot at 
something besides the rabbits. 

Ekdal. Aren't the rabbits good enough, eh ? 

Hedvig. Yes, but the wild duck ? 

Ekdal. Ha, ha ! Are you afraid I shall shoot your 
wild duck ? Not for the world, never. 

Hedvio. No, I suppose you couldn't; for they say it's 
very difficult to shoot wild ducks. 

Ekdal. Couldn't ? Should think I could. 

Hedvio. How would you set about it, grandfather — 
I don't mean with my wild duck, but with another one ? 

Ekdal. Would take care to shoot it under the breast, 
you know, for that's the safest And then you must 
shoot against the feathers, you see, not uyiJSi the 
feathers. 

Hedvio. And then they die, grandfather? 

Ekdal. Yes, of course, if you shoot properly. Well, 
now I must go in and get myself up. H'm — you 
understand — h'm. {He goes into his room,) 

Hedvig waits for a moment, glances at the door of the sU- 
ting-room ; goes hack to the hook-case, stands on tip-toe, 
takes down the double-barreled pistol from the shelf and 
looks at it, GiNA with broom and duster comes in from 
the sitting-room. Hedvig hurriedly and unnoticed 
puts away the pistol, 

GiNA. Don't stand there rumaging among your 
father's things, Hedvig. 
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Hedvig {going away from the hook-case). I was only 
tidying it up. 

GiNA. You'd better go into the kitchen and see if the 
coffee's keeping hot; 111 take the breakfast tray with 
me when I go down to him. 

Hedvig goes ovi; Gina begins sweeping and dusting the 
studio. After a while the entrance-door is open hesitat- 
ingly, and H JALMAR Eedal looks in. He has on his over- 
coat, but no hat, he is unwashed, and his hair is 
tumbled and disheveled; his eyes are dull and 
lusterless. 

Gnf A (stands stiU with the broom in her hand and looks 
at him). Ah ! Ekdal, so you've come after all? 

Hjalmab {comes in and anstjoers %n a holUyw voice), I 
have come — only to depart at once. 

GiNA. Yes, yes, so I suppose. But, good Lord I 
what a sight you do look ! 

Hjalmab. a sight ? 

GiNA. And your good winter-coat, too ! Well, that's 
done for. 

Hbdvig {aJt the kitchen door). Mother, hadn'b I bet- 
ter {She sees Hjalmab, ones out xmth delight, and 

runs towards him,) Oh ! Father, father ! 

Hjalmar {turns from her, and waives her off,) Away, 
away, away ! ( To Gina. ) Take her away from me, I say 1 

GiKA {in a low voice). Go into the sitting-room^ 
Hedvig. 

Hedvig goes in silently. 

HjaTiMab {busy pvMng out the table-drawer), I must 
have my books — where are my books ? 



126 THE WILD DUCK. 

GiNA. What books? 

EDtalmab. Mj scientific works, of course — the tech- 
nical periodicals, that I need for my invention . 

GiNA. {searching in the book-case). Are these the ones 
without any covers ? 

Hjalmab. Of course they are. 

GiNA {putting a heap of magazines on the table). Hadn't 
I better tell Hedvig to cijt them for you ? 

Hjalmab. They need not be cut for me. 

A short pause, 

GiNA. Then you're still determined to leave us, 
Ekdal? 

Hjalmab {running aver the books). Surely that's self 
understood. 

GiNA. Very well. 

Hjalmab {fiercely). For I can't stop here to have my 
heart pierced every hour of the day I 

GiNA. God forgive you, for thinking so poorly 
of me. 

Hjalmab. Prove 

GiNA. I think it's for you to^prove. 

Hjalmab. After a past such as yours? There &re 
certain demands — I am tempted to call them ideal 
demands 

GiNA. But about grandfather ? What's to become of 
him, poor old fellow ? 

Hjalmab. I know my duty; the helpless old man 
goes with me. I will go into the town and make 

arrangements H'm {hesitatingly). Has anyone 

found my hat on the stairs ? 
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GiNA. No. Have you lost it? 

Hjalmar. Of course I had it when I came home last 
might; there's no doubt about that: but I can't find it 
this morning. 

GiNA. Good Lord ! Where did you go with those 
two ragamuffins ? 

JE^hiMKB,. Ah ! don't question me on trivial matters. 
Do you think I am in the mood to remember details ? 

GiNA. So long as you've not taken cold, Ekdal 

She goes into the kitchen, 

Hjalmar {speaking to himself in a low biMer voice whilst 
he empties the drawer). You're a scamp, Belling! A 
rogue ! Ah ! shameless tempter ! If only I could get 
some one to kill you ! 

He lays on one side a number of old letters, comes upon 
the torn paper of the day before, takes it up and looks 
at the pieces. He puis them down hurriedly when 
GiKA comes in, 

GiNA (putting a breakfaM tray on the table). Here's 
some hot coffee, if you should want it. And there's 
some bread and butter too, and some salt meat. 

Hjalmab {glancing at the tray). Salt meat! Never 
beneath this roof! It is true Tve partaken of no 
solid food for four and twenty hours, but no matter. 
My memoranda! The notes of nay autobiography. 
Where's my diary and my important papers? JjSe 
opens the door of the sitting-roomy but draws bach.) She 
is there too I 
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OiNA. Well, good Lord, the child mnst be 
somewhere. 
Hjalmab. Go out. 

He stands aside. Hedyig frightened comes into the 
sttidio. 

Hjalmab {vrith his hand on the door handle to Gina). 
During the last moments I am spending in what was 
once mj home I wished to be spared from interlopers. 

He goes into the room. 

Hedvio {springing to her mother says in a low tremb- 
ling voice). Does he mean me ? 

Gina. Stop in the kitchen, Hedvig; or no, you'd 
better go to jour own room. {Speaking to Hjalmab as 
she goes in to him.) Wait a moment, Ekdal, don't upset 
those drawers, I know where all the things are. 

Hedvig {stands still for a moment, frightened and 
irresolute, biting her lips to keep hack her tears, then she 
clenches her hands convulsively and says in a low voice). 
The wild duck ! 

She steals to the book-case, and takes the pistol from the shelf, 
just opens the door of the loft, slips in and closes the 
door behind her. Hjalmab and Gina begin discussing 
within the sitting-room. 

Hjalmab {comes in with several note books and loose 
papers, which he puts down on the table). Ah I what's the 
good of the portmanteau! There are a thousand 
things I've must drag about with me. 
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GiNA (JbUowing him vrith a portmanteau). Why don't 
you leave the rest for a while, and take a shirt and a 
pair of drawers with you. 

Hjalmab. Phew ! — these wearisome preparations I / 

He takes off his overcoat and throws it on the sofa. 

GmA. And the coffee's getting cold, too. 

Hjalmab. H'm. {Takes a moiUhful — abstractedly, and 
then another.) 

GmA {dusting the hacks of the chairs). The most diffi- 
cult thing will be to find such a large loft for the rabbits. 

Hjalmab. What ! Must I drag all the rabbits about 
with me, too? 

GiNA. Yes, grandfather can't do without the rabbits, 
Tm sure. 

Hjalmab. He will have to get used to that. I have 
to renounce higher things in life than rabbits. 

GmA {dusting the hook-case). Shall I put the flute into 
the portmanteau for you ? 

Hjalmab. No. Noflut^forme. But give me the pistol. 

GmA. Do you want to take the pigstol? 

Hjalmab. Yes. My loaded pistoL 

GmA {looking for it). It's gone. He must have taken 
it in there with him. 

Hjalmab. Is he in the loft. 

GmA. Of course he's in the loft. 

Hjalmab. H'm — the lonely old man. p ^ ^ 

He takes apiece of bread and hutter, eats it, and drinks the 
cup of coffee. 

Gmn. If only we'd not let that room, you might have 
moved in there. 
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/ Hjalmab. I should remain under the same roof as 1 

Never, never ! 

GiNA. But couldn't you stop for a day or two in the 
sitting-room ? You'd have it all to yourself. 

Hjalmab. Never within these walls ! 

GiNA. Well, then, down stairs at Belling and 
Molvik's? 

Hjalmab. Don't mention those creatures' names. The 
mere thought of them takes away my appetite. Ah, no I 
I must go from house to house seeking shelter for 
father and myself. 

Gra A. T^ut you V e no hat, Ekdal, you'v'e lost it 

Hjalmab. Oh ! those two miscreants, so rich in all 

vices I I must get a hat somehow. {Takes another piece 

of bread and butter,) Something must be done, for I can't 

I afford to risk my life. {He looks for something on the tray.) 

GiNA. What are you looking for. 

Hjalmab. Butter. 

GiNA. I'll get you some directly. 

She goes into the hUchen, 

Hjalmab {calls after her). Oh! it doesn't matter; 
Dry bread will do just as well. 

GiNA {bringing in a butter-dish). Here you are; it's 
quite fresh. 

She pours him out another cup of coffee, he sits down on 
the sofa, spreads more butler on his bread, and eats 
and drinks for a while in silence, 

I Hjalmab. Could I — without being worried by any- 
one — no matter whom — could I stop for a day or 
two in the sitting-room ? 
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GmA. Yes, you could very well, if you would. 

Hjalmab. For I can't see any possibility of getting 
all father's things away at once. 

OiNA. And besides you must tell him fu:st that you 
won't go on living with us. 

Hjalmab {pushing the cup of coffee from him). Thatf 
tool I shall have to go into all this complicated! 
business — I must reflect; I must have breathinfi^l 
space; I cannot bear all these burdens in one day. \\ 

GiNA. TCflpfiniflJIy iTiariftl^ ftwfnl wgft^hm^^ft"^- j« 

outside. 

Hjalmar {putting away the letter from Weble). I see l 

the paper's still lying here. I 

Gina. Yes, I've not touched ii 

Hjalmar, The rag doesn't concern me 

Gina. I'm sure / don't intend making any use of it. 

Hjalmar J^u i all the same there's no need to r 

throw it away in all the confusion of my mo ving \) 

it migEf t^o ea^il vl5e ' 

Gina r U take good care of it, Ekda l. 

Hjalmar. The deed of gift belongs first and foremost 
to father; and it is for him to say if he intends to make 
use of ii 

Gina {sighing). Yes, poor old father 

Hjalmar. For safety's sake Where's the gum ? 

Gina {going to the book-case). Here's the gum-poi 

Hjalmar. And the brush ? 

Gina. Here's the brush. {She brings him them,) 

Hjalmar {taking up a pair of scissors). Just a bit of 
paper for the back. ( Guts and gums. ) Far be it from pie ^^ 
to lay hands upon the property of others^^ — and least \ 
of all upon that of a penniless old man. No, nor upon \ 
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that of anyone else. That's it Let it lie there for a 
while. And when it's dry put it away- I never want 
to set eyes on that document again. Never 1 

Gbegebs Weble comes in from the passage. 

Greqebb {somewhat astonisJied), What* are you sitting 
I here, Hjalmar? 

Hjalmab {rising hurriedly), I had sunk down from 
exhaustion. 

Obegebs. TouVe had breakfast too, I see. 

Hjalmab. Corporal needs make themselves felt at times. 

Gbegebs. What have you decided to do ? 

Hjalmab. For a man like me, there is but one way. 
I am busy just getting my most important p aper s 
together. But, of course, you know that takes time^ 

Gina {somewhat impatiently). Am I to get the room 
ready for you, or am I to pack the portmanteau ? 

Hjalmab {vnth a vexed side-glance at Gbegebs). Pack — 
and get the room ready ! 

GiNA {taking up the portmanteau). All right, then HI 
put in the shirt and the other things. 

She goes into the sitting-room and shuts the door after her. 

Gbegebs {after a short pause), I never thought it 
would end like this. Is it really necessary for you to 
leave house and home ? 

Hjalmab (waUcin g about uneasily) . What would you 
have me do^ I was not made to bear unhappiness, 
Gregers. I must have comfort, and security, and 
peace about me. 

y Gbegebs. But can't you have that? Only fey it. 
1 Now, it seems to me, there is firm ground here to 
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build upoD — and begin from ihe beginning. Anw 
remember you've the in venti on to live for. 

Hjalmab. Don't speak of the invention. Perhaps] 
there's nothing much in it. ' 

Gregebs. How so? 

Hjalmar. Why, good heavens I What do gou rea lly 
want me to invent? Otlifti; mfin ^ave invAnfATpr^^^y . )V 
we ll Everything alreaHyT It is becoming more diffi* 
cult every day 

Gbegebs. And you, who have worked so hard at it y 

Hjat.mar. It was that debau chee B elling, who m adg;]^ >>— 
me take it up! """*■" """^ ' "" "" 

Gregebs. Belling? 

Hjalmar. Tes, it was he who first called my atten- 
tion to my aptitude for making some remarkable dis- 
covery in photography. 

Gregebs. Aha ! it was Belling ! 

Hjalmar. Ah ! I have been so intensely hap py over 
thip. Not so much for the invention or for myself, but' 
because Hedvig believed in it — with all the strength 
and might of a child's mind. That is to say I was fool * 
enough to persuade myself she believed in it. 

Gregers. Can you really believe that Hedvig would 
be false to you ? -^ 

Hjalmar. Now I know what it all means. It is Hed- y^ 
vig^ who stands in my way. She will blot out the sun y/ 
from my whole life. /^ 

Gregers. Hedvig! Do you mean Hedvig? Ho#^ 
could she blot it out for you ? 

Hjalmar (withoiU answering). I have, loved that child 
b giyond all Wiirda.--.I wimi happy beyond all words 
whenever I returned to my poor home, and she with ^ 
25 
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6 her sweet little short-sighted eyes flew to meet me. 

) Confiding fool that I was ! I cared for her beyond all 

^ words, and, goet-like, I lulled myself in the d elusion 

that she also cared for me beyond all words. 

Greoebs. And you sayjAo^ was only a delusion? 

/ P Hjalmar. How can J tell ? J can't g et an ything nu t 

' ! of Gina. AT]d ^ftHi<1ftft, ah e lacks all sense o f t he idea l 

\ . side of tb A«ft ffftlppHftftfi^fia "Rnf T f ftfti impftllft/l f/i npAn 

^ my heart to you, Gregers. There is that terrible doubt 

— perhaps Hedvig has never really and truly loved me. 

Greoebs. You may yet have proof of that. {lAsten- 

ing.) What is that? The wild duck screaming? 

\1 Hjalmab. The wild duck's quacking. Father's in 

the loft. 
! Gregebs. It is he ! {His eyes brighten wUh pleasure,) 
\ I say again you may yet have proof that poor, mis- 
' understood Hedvig loves joxl\ 

Hjalmar. Ah I what proof can she give me I I dare 
not believe in any protestations from that quarter. 
Gregers. Hedvig cextainly does not know what 
N(Jeceit is. 

Hjalmar. Ah ! Gregers, that's just what is not so 

certain. Who knows what Gina and that Mrs. Sorby 

may have sat many a time here whispering and tattling 

about? And Hedvig keeps her ears open, I can tell 

you. Perhaps, the deed of gift wasn't so unexpected 

after all. I fancy I noticed something of the sort 

Gregers. What has taken possession of you ? 

I' Hjalmar. My eyes have b een o pened. Watch, and 

I you'll see that the ^eed of gift is but a beginning. 

I Mrs. Sorby has always done a great deal for Hedvig; 

1 and now it's in her power to do what she likes for the 
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child. They can take her from me at any time and 
hour they choose. 

Gregebs. Not for all the world would Hedvig go 
away from you. 

Hjalmab. Don't be so sure of thai Suppose they 

stood there with their hands full, beckoning her 

Ah! I, who have loved her beyond all words ! I, who^ 
would have found my greatest joy in taking her 
tenderly by the hand and guiding her as one guides a 
child frightened at the darkness, through some wild 
desolate space I Now I feel the gnawing certainty — i 
the poor photographer in his attic-home has never 
been anything wholly and completely to her. She has 1 
only been cunning enough to keep on good terms with I 
him until the right time should come. « 

Gregebs. You don't believe this yourself, Hjalmar. 

Hjalmab. That's the terrible part of it, that I don't ^ 
know what to believe — that I never shall know ._ But / 
can you really doubt that it must be as I say ? Ha, I 
ha I — You rely too much upon the claims of the ideal, V 
Day good Gregers! If only the others came, with 1 
hands overflowing and cried to the child " leave him, / 
here with us life awaits you." ' 

Gbbgers {quickly). Well, what then ? 

Hjalmab. If then I asked her: "Hedvig, are you 
willing to forego that life for me ? " {Laughs mockingly. ) 
No, thank you — you'd soon hear the answer. 



A pistol shot is heard in the loft. 






Gbegebs {loudly and gladly). Hjalmar I 

Hjalmab. There ! Now he must needs go hunting. 
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Gdta {coming in). Oh ! Ekdal, I ihink gnrndfalhei^a 
a-firing away in the loft by himself. 

Hjalmab. I'll look iiL 

Obeoebs (eagerly and moved). One moment ! Bo you 
know what that was ? 

Hjalmab. Of course I do. 

Obeoebs. No, you do not. But I know ii It was 
the proof I 

Hjalmab. What proof ? 

Obeoebs. It was a child^sa^ifice. She has got your 
father to shoot the wild duck. 

Hjalmab. Shoot the wild duck I 

OmA. Well, I never ! 

EEjalmab. But what for ? 

Obeoebs. She wanted to sacrifice for you the best 
thing she had on earth; for then she thought you 
might learn to love her again. 

Hjalmab (softly and vnth emotion). Ah ! the child f 

OiNA. What things she does get hold of. 

Obeoebs. She only wanted to win back your love, 
Hjalmar ; she felt she could not live with out ii 

OiNA (struggling with ker tears). Now you see yourself, 
Ekdal. 

Hjalmab. Oina, where is she ? 

OiNA (sniffling). Poor child, I suppose she's sitting 
out in the kitchen. 

Hjalmab (goes to the kitchen door and opens it), 
Hedvig — come ! Come in to me ! (Looking in.) No, 
she's not here. 

OiNA. Then she's sitting in her little room. 

Hjalmab (outside). No, she'e not here either. (Coming 
in.) She must have gone out 
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GiNA. Yes, you know you wouldn't have her about 
the house. 

Hjalmab. Ah! if only she will ret urn home. soon- 

that I may really tell her Now all shall be well, 

Gregers, for I believe now wo can start life afresh. 

Gregebs (quietly), I knew it; I knew the regeneration 
would come through the child. 

Old Ekdal comes in from the door of his room; he is in 
fu M^ uniform , and is busy buckling on his sword. 

Hjalmab {astonished). Father I Are you there ? 

Gina. Have you been shooting in your room ? 

Ekdal {reproachfully, approaching). So you go hunting 
by yourself, Hjalmar ? 

EEjalmab {anxiously and confused). So it wasn't you 
shooting in the loft ? 

Ekdal. I shooting ? H'm I 

Gbeoebs {cries out to Hjalmab). She has shot the wild 
duckherseli I 

^Hjalmab. What is that I {He rushes to the door of the 
loft, pushes it aside, looks in and cries oui.) Hedvig : 

Gina {running to the door). Good God ! What is it I 

Hjalmab {going in). Shojsjying on the floor ! 

Gbegees. Hedvig lying on the floor! (Going in to 
Hjalmab.) 

Gina {at the same time). Hedvig 1 {Ooes in to the 
loft.) No, no, no' 

Ekdal. Ha, ha I So she's going in for shooting too? 

Hjalmab, Gina and Gbegebs carry Hedvig into the studio, 
her right hand hangs down, holding the pistol, tightly 
clomped between her fingers. 
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Hjat.mar (distraded). The pistol has gone off. ghe 
has wound ed hersel f Call for help ! Help ! 

Qufk {running into the passage and calling). Belling I 
Belling! Doctor Belling? Hurry up here as fast as 
you can I 

Hjat.mar and Obegebs lay Hxdyio on the srfa. 

-^ Ekdal (quietly). Tfae^ goods avenge themse lves. 

Hjalmab (on his knees by ?ier). She'll come round 
directly. She'll come round directly; yes, yes, yes. 

GiNA {w?io has come in again). Where has she wounded 
herself ? I can't see anything 

Belling enters hurriedly, and immediately after him 
MoLviK, who is unthoui waistcoat and coUar, and has 
his coat open. 

Belling. What's the matter ? 
GiNiu They say Hedvig has shot herself. 
Hjalmar. Come here and help. 
Belling. Shot herself ! 

He mx)ves aside the table and begins to examine her. 

Hjalmar {lying on the floor looks anxiously at him). 
Surely it's not dangerous? Eh, Belling! She's 
hardly bleeding at all. Surely it's not dangerous ? 

Belling. How did this happen ? 

Hjalmar. Ah ! how should I know. 

GiNA; She wanted to shoot the wild ducL 

Belling. The wild duck. 

Hjalmar. The pistol must have gone off. 

Belling. H'm. I see. 
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Eedal. The woods avenge themselves. But Fm not 
afraid for aiTtEatT 

He goes into the loft, and closes it behind him, 

Hjalkllb. Well, Belling — why don't you speak? 

Relldig. She's sh ot in the br east 

Hjalmab. Yes, but shell come round. 

Relling. Surely you see that Hedvig is dead . \ 

GiNA {bursting into tears). Oh ! the child, the child I -^p- 

Gregebs (hoarsely^ In the depths of the ocean > ^ 

Hjalmab (sphnging up). No, no, she miLst live ! Ah!^ 
For God's sake. Belling — only one moment — only 
till I shall have told her how I loved her beyond all 
words all the time. 

Belling. She's shot through the breast Bleeding 

inwardly. She must have died on the spot. .^ 

Hjalmab. And I, who drove her from me like a wildX 

animal ! And scared, she crept into the loft and died I 

for love of me. (Sobbing.) Never to be able to make \ 

that good again! Never to be able to tell her I f 

(Clenching his hands and crying out.) Oh 1 Thou who art J 
above ! — If Thou art there ! Why hast Thou done / 
this to me ! -^ 

GiNA. Hush, hush! you must not say such wicked . 
things. We had no right to keep her, I suppose. 
MoLviK. The child isnot d jnrl: b\\q nlnnpnih / 
Belling. fe^Bl l! I 

Hjalmab (quieting doum, he goes to the sofa and looks 
at Hedvig wUh folded arms). There she lies so stiff and 
still. 

Belling (trying to take the pistol from her hand). She's 
holding it so tight, so tight 
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GniA. No, no. Belling; don't break her fingers, let 
the pigstol be. 

Hjalmar. She shall take it with her. 

(hirlrirefl,.lfiftye it here^^^,,^^ shall not lie 

here to be mn^n s sTntiffifniiii mIiiiI] g\\ bj herself into 
her-9Winittle room. Help me with her, EkdaL 

Hjxijcab and GtniA take up Hedyio between them. 

Hjxijcab {a» they are carrying her). Oh I Gina, Qinfti 
Can you bear it f 

(OraA. One of us must help the other. For she belongs 
to both of us now, I know. 

MoLviK {stretching out his arms and murmuring). 
Praised be the Lord; to earth sbalt thou return, to 

earth sbalt thou return 

Belliko (whispers). Hold your row, man, you're 
drunk. 

Hjalmar and Gina carry out the dead body at the kitchen 
door; Belling closes it after them; Molvik stinks 
out through the passage. 

I Bellino (goes up to Gbeoebs). Nothing'll ever make 
|me believe that shot was an accident 

Gbeoebs (who has been standing horror stricken 
shuddering convulsively). No one can say how this 
terrible thing happened. 

Belling. The powder has singed her dress. She 
must have put the pistol straight to her breast and 
ced. ^ 

l^BEGEBB. Hedvig has not died in vain. Did you see > 
Ijow grief set free all that is noble in him ? / 
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Belling. Most people are ennobled when they stand 
Borrowing by the dead. But how long do you sup- 
pose this fine feeling will last with him? 

Gregees. It will last and grow all his life through ! 

Belling. In three-quarters of a year little Hedvig) 
will be nothing more to him than an excellent theme IT 
for declamation. J 

Gbegebs. And you dare to say this of Hjalmar' 
Ekdal? 

Belling. Well talk about it again when the first 
grass has withered upon her grave. Then you'll hear 
him perorating about " the father's heart bereft too 
soon of it[s child," then youll see him steeping himself 
in emotion and in self-admiration, and self-pity. Wait 
and see ! 

Gbegers, If you are rights and I am wrop jcr^ f.hfln . 
life is not worth living. ^ 

R^iLiNG. An I iii'e might be pleasant enough all the" 
same, if only we could be left in peace by those blessed 
duns who come worrying us po or folk about th e claims 
of^the ideal. 

GBEGEB8^(ZooHn^ in front of him). At any rate I am 
glad that my destiny is what it is. 

Belling. I beg your pardon — what is your destiny ? 

Gbegers {qoina\ To be th^ f V^^rtf^^^it^ "^i t'^^blA. 

Belling. Devil a-doubt of thati 
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